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THE “MAGIC EYE” 
..- brings you perfect tuning 

The “Magic Eye”, an electronic 
“beam” ...tells when you are 
precisely in tune. No more 
blurred reception or “off-cen- 
ter” tone. Turn the set on, a 
colored shadow appears on the 
“Magic Eye”. Dial, and it gets 
larger or smaller as if focusing 
on an object. When the station 
is tuned in for its most per- 
fect reception, the shadow is 
smaller. You have tuned in 
with your eyes... more sharply 
than any human ear could. 

RCA Victor Console Model C 13-2. 13-tube “Magic Brain” radio with “Magic Eye”. 5 tuning bands. De 

luxe fidelity. New “Selector” dial. Automatic volume, high tone control. Superb cabinet. Price $189.50 

For Christmas...the Radio with 

Brain” and “Magic Eye”! the “Magic 
This year enjoy radio’s most thrill- 

ing set... a brilliant 1936 RCA 
Victor radio ... gives smoother 

reception, finer tone and silent 

tuning... RCA Metal Tubes, too! 

i ipe-y- gift will keep the magic spirit 
of Christmas alive! It’s a beautiful 

new 1936 world-wide radio by RCA 
Victor—combining the improved 
“Magic Brain” with the sensational 
new “Magic Eye”! 

Table Model T 6-1—6-tube 
radio. 3 bands. Excellent 

tone. Oversize speaker. 
Price $49.95. 

Table Model T 8-14—8- 

tube +*Magic Brain”’ radio. 

3 bands. “‘Colorband”’ dial. 

Price 879.95. 

The “Magic Brain” means new and 
more exciting performance. It brings 
far away lands to your very fireside. 
Sends you speeding with the police and 
aviators. Shares with you the conver- 
sations of amateurs...and every 
splendid domestic program! And — 
reducing interference is the alert 
“armoured watchman” tube! 

With the new “Magic Eye” comes 
silent tuning, easier and more accurate 
tuning. Nowyou “see” signals your ears 
might never hear! The panel above 
tells you how it works. 

In addition, all sets have RCA 
Metal Tubes ...and more tubes than 
ever ... new range dials which expose 
only the wave band you want. . . beau- 

RG 

tiful cabinets which scientifically en- 
hance tonal quality! Have your RCA 
Victor dealer give a free demonstra- 
tion today! RCA Manufacturing Co., 

Inc., Camden, N. J. A subsidiary of the 
Radio Corporation of America. Put 
new life in your present radio—install 

RCA Radio Tubes. 

You can buy RCA Victor Radios on C.LT. 
Corp. easy payment plan. Listen to the RCA 

Magic Key Program, every Sunday 2.00 to 

3.00 p.m. E.S.T. on WJZ and associated NBC 

stations. 
_ 

Prices from $19.95 to $600.00 (subject to 

change without notice). All prices f.o.b. 

Camden, New Jersey, including home, auto- 

mobile and farm radios and radio-phono- 

graphs. And remember, any set works better 
when you use RCA Antenna systems. 

VICTOR 
The world’s greatest artists are on Victor Records 

It’g 
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“PINK TOOTH BRUSH” makes her avoid all close-ups— 

dingy teeth and tender gums destroy her charm MAN'S first swift 
look sometimes 

says... “You're a charming woman.” 

And a woman's eyes may answer... 
“You're a likeable person.”’ 

And then she smiles. Lucky for both 
of them if it’s a lovely, quick fiash of 
white teeth, in healthy gums. 

For a glimpse of dingy teeth and ten- 
der gums can blast a budding romance in 
a split second! 

WHY IS “PINK TOOTH BRUSH” 

sO COMMON? 

It's very simple. The soft foods that we 
all eat nowadays—almost exclusively — 

cannot possibly give teeth and gums 
enough work to do to keep them healthy. 
They grow lazy. Deprived of the natural 
stimulation of hard, coarse foods, they 

become sensitive, tender. And then, pres- 
ently, “pink tooth brush’’ warns you 
that your gums are unhealthy—suscep- 
tible to infection. 

Modern dental practice suggests Ipana 
plus massage for several good reasons. If 
you will put a little extra Ipana on 
brush or fingertip and massage your 
gums every time you brush your teeth, 
you will understand. Rub it in thor- 

oughly. Massage it vig- 
orously. Do it regularly. 

And your mouth will feel cleaner. There 
will be a new and livelier tingle in your 
gums—new circulation, new firmness, 

new health. 

Make Ipana plus massage a regular 
part of your routine. It is the dentist's 
ablest assistant in the home care of the 
teeth and gums. For with healthy gums, 
you've ceased ‘to invite “‘pink tooth 
brush.”” You are not likely to get gingi- 
vitis, pyorrhea and Vincent's disease. 
And you'll bring the clear and brilliant 
beauty of a lovely smile into any and 
every close-up. 
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Next Month 

A Book-Length Novel 

AND 

A Novelette 

BOTH COMPLETE 

EGINNING with REDBOOK’s 
next issue, each and every num- 

ber will contain—complete within 
its covers—a book-length novel 
(over 50,000 words) and a novel- 
ette, each written by one of Amer- 
ica’s best known and most popular 
writers. A pioneer in the field 
of complete book-length novels, 

Courtney REDBOOK now takes still another 
Ryley Cooper _— step in giving you an added fiction 

feature. Between January 1, 1936 
and December 31, 1936, our readers will be offere 
twelve complete book-length novels (which will main- 
tain the high standards set by “Captain Nicholas,” “The 
Thin Man” and other now-famous novels which we 
originally published), and twelve novelettes by pop- 
ular writers (which would easily fill three two dollar 
volumes). A\lll of this on top of the usual contents of 
a twenty-five-cent magazine, such as continued novels 
(three in each issue), short stories (from seven to nine 
in each issue), articles, special features, and so forth. 

N order to begin 1936 well and 
properly, our next issue will 

bring to our readers a book-length 
novel by COURTNEY RYLEY 
COOPER and a novelette b 
MARGARET CULKIN BAN- 
NING. “Anything forExcitement” 
is the title. of Mr. Cooper's fast- 
moving romance of after-repeal 
night-clubs; “Travel without Fear” ikieest 
is Mrs. Banning’s glamorous story 
of a many-times-engaged girl. 

+ 

IKEWISE in our next issue: short stories and articles 
by Stephen Vincent Benet, Octavus Roy Cohen, 

Elmer Davis, David Garth, Richard Sherman, Melvin 
Purvis, A. R. Beverley-Giddings, Morris Markey, 
Drew Pearson and Robert S. Allen, and many others; 
and continued novels by Robert Hichens, Arthur 
Somers Roche and P. G. Wodehouse. 

& 

Tomorrow’s exciting literary events are in today’s Redbook 

Culkin Banning 

REDBOOK’S NOVEL OF THE MONTH 
One Love at a Time Philip Wylie 121 

COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE — BOOK-LENGTH — 50,000 WORDS 

THREE CONTINUED NOVELS 
The Pyramid Robert Hichens 16 
In the Money Arthur Somers Roche 40 
The Luck of the Bodkins P. G. Wodehouse 50 

EIGHT SHORT STORIES 

How Are You? Ring Lardner 22 
Wild Honey A. R. Beverley-Giddings 30 
So Wide the World © Kurt Steel 34 
It's Time Life Beganl Elisabeth Sanxay Holding 44 
The Man They Shared Pauline Partridge 48 
The Ticket Chapin Howard 54 
Weak Sister Elsie Janis 56 
Appointment in Abyssinia Arthur. Tuckerman 60 

FIVE ARTICLES 

"He’s Insincere” Bruce Barton 4 
Varsity and “Pro” Francis Wallace 15 
Under Secret Order Melvin Purvis 26 
Is F. D. R. Slipping? Redbook’s Political Survey 38 

(supervised by William Hard) 

The Widows of Washington Drew Pearson and 
Robert S. Allen 62 

THREE SPECIAL FEATURES 
(In Tune with Our Times) 

Oh, It’s Mutiny on the Bounty Ogden Nash 7 
Redbook’s Pictures of the Month H. N. Swanson 8 
Is Radio Going Stale? Reeve Morrow 10 

DEPARTMENTS 

To the Girls Angelo Patri 114 
Redbook’s School Department 115 

Cover: Natural-color photograph by Ruzzi. Green 

The short stories, serials and novels printed herein are ficticr snd intended 

as such. They do not refer to real characters or actual events. /f the name of 

any living person is used, it is a coincidence. 

REDBOOK MAGAZINE is published monthly by the McCall Company, William B. Warner, President and Treasurer; Francis Huttes, Secreiary; John C. Sterling, Vice-President. Publication and Subscription 
Offices: McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio. Executive and Editorial Offices: 230 Pork Avenue, New York, N. Y. MANUSCRIPTS and ART MATERIAL will be carefully considered but will be received only 
with the understanding that the publisher and editors shall not be responsible for loss or injury thereto. TRUTH IN ADVERTISING: Redbook Magazine will not knowingly insert advertisements 

$4.00 for two yeors, $6.00 for three years. Add 50c per year for Canada; add $1.00 per year for other 
countries. Send all i es and ¢ dence about subscriptions to our publication office, McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio. IF YOU PLAN TO MOVE SOON please notify us four weeks in od- 
vance becouse subscription lists are addressed in advance of publication date. When sending notice of change of address give old address as well as new, preferably clipping name and oddress 
from last copy feceived. DECEMBER ISSUE, 1935. VOL LXVI, No. 2, copyrighted 1935 by the McCall Company in the United Stotes and Great Britain. Reprinting not permitted except bv special 

authorization. Entered as second-class matter July 14, 1930, at the Post Office .et Dayton, Ohio, under the act of March 3rd, 1879. 

from other than reliable firms. SUBSCRIPTION INFORMATION: $2.50 for one year, 

The Redbook School and Camp Directory will be found on pages 114 through 119. 
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Strike that COLD at the source 

(ata before it gets serious! 

"a - 
Be - 

° ys Chie Listerine 
ie 7 to attack cold germs in 

| mouth and throat 

F gun any long exposure to cold or 
wet weather, gargle Listerine when 

you get home. Medical records show 
that late-season football games, particu- 
larly, take their toll in health. Heavy 
chest colds often follow a day in the 
open. The prompt use of Listerine as a 
gargle when you reach home is a pre- 
cautionary measure which may spare you 
such a serious complication. 

Listerine, by killing millions of dis- 
ease germs in the mouth and throat, 
keeps them under control at a time when 
they should be controlled—when resist- 
ance is low. 

Careful tests made in 1931, °32 and ’34 
have shown Listerine’s amazing power 
against the common cold and sore throat. 

Year in, year out, those who used 
Listerine twice a day or oftener, caught 
about half as many colds and sore throats 
as non-users. Moreover, when Listerine 

users did contract colds, they were ex- 
tremely mild, while non-users reported 
more severe developments. 

At the first symptom of a cold or sore 
throat, gargle full strength Listerine. If 
no improvement is shown, repeat the 
gargle in two hours. While an ordinary 
sore throat may yield quickly, a cold 
calls for more frequent gargling. 

Keep a bottle of Listerine handy at 
home and in the office and use it system- 
atically. Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
St. Louis, Mo, 

LISTERINE 
for Colds and Sore Throat 

LISTERINE COUGH DROPS 

A new, finer cough drop, medicated 

for quick relief of throat tickle, 
coughs, irritations. 

10¢ 
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“HER’S 

—————, 

REDBOOK’S COMMON SENSE EDITORIAL 

INSINCERE” 

BY BRUCE BARTON 

FEW months after college, I 

A was sent out by a magazine 

to write a series of articles 

“exposing” Billy Sunday. The editor 

believed Billy was more interested in 

the “free-will offerings” of the faith- 

ful, than in saving souls, and that a 

visit to several of the towns where he 

had conducted revivals would reveal 

a total lack of permanent results. 

To my surprise, I discovered that I 

could not write the articles as planned. 

In towns where Billy had worked, the merchants 

reported that people had paid up outlawed debts; 

preachers showed large increases in church mem- 

bership; politicians referred respectfully to an 

awakened public sentiment. I went back and said 

to the editor: “Billy may be wrong in his methods, 

but he can’t be a conscious faker. He certainly was 

not faking when he gave up his good job on 

the Chicago baseball team, after his conversion, be- 

cause he didn’t think it was right to play on Sun- 

day. He may be badly mistaken, but we can’t say 

he’s insincere.” 

History reminds us that just because a man is 

sincere, is no reason why he should be elected 

to high office or intrusted with the command of 

armies. Persecutions, disastrous defeats and panics 

all have been engineered by men who 

believed intensely that they were right. 

W. K. Clifford, in “The Ethics of 

Belief,” opens with the story of a ship- 

owner who sent an emigrant ship to 

sea. Experts had doubts as to her sea- 

worthiness, and these doubts preyed 

on the owner’s mind and caused him 

to be unhappy. He finally convinced 

himself, however, that the ship was 

all right, and she set forth—only to 

sink with all on board. Clifford asks: 

“What shall we say of this? Surely this, that he 

was verily guilty of the death of those men. It is 

admitted that-he did sincerely believe in the sound- 

ness of the ship; but the sincerity of his conviction 

can in no wise help him, because he had no right 

to believe, on such evidence as was before him.” 

This is a good quotation to remember in an 

election year. We shall have many charges and 

counter-charges. But the debate should be on the 

question of whether the candidate is right of 

wrong, whether the results of his policies are good 

or bad. It gets us nowhere to say, “He's sincere,” 

or, “He’s insincere.” Conscious, deliberate insin- 

cerity is relatively rare; for no man can convince a 

multitude until he has first convinced himself. And 

the more wrong he is, often, the more sincefé, 

In the school advertising pages directly preceding the complete novel you will find a list of 
residential schools and professional schools and colleges, which we commend to you. 



RICHARD HUONUT 

PRESENTS TO AMERICA 

as a Eemey 

Paris adores it. “Ravissant, le parfum Gemey!” exclaims the smart Pari- 

sienne. London loves it ...the gay young fragrance of Gemey perfume is 

“quite the top!” And in Barcelona, Buenos Aires... in 75 nations the world 

around ...where women are glamorous, where men are gallant, there, too, is 

the fragrance Gemey. Young, fresh, joyous, Gemey has captured the 

feminine hearts of five continents. And now in America, Richard Hudnut, 

parfumeur international, presents this secret of continental charm. Wear 

it... feel your spirits soar. Wear it...expect magic moments. Wear 

it...for the man you like best...the world-preferred fragrance Gemey! 



WHAT ELSE CAN YOU GIVE A MAN 
A Gift that Every Woman Too Would Joyfully Welcome, for This Revolutionary 

Pen Holds 102% More Ink—Shows When to Refill—Hence Ends Running Dry 

ema! Uf tds A 

This Ee, PARKER GIVES OUTRIGHT 

THIS SMART PLASKON UTILITY CASE 

Everyone wants this miracle pen that holds 
102% more ink—shows the ink Level, hence 
shows when to refill. 

An utterly new SyetnanteneSenpeel 
Pearl and “Jet"—ring upon 
ring—as Seated tenahends and chiemating 
as velvet. 

People can't do their best work with old- 
style pens that hold little ink and run dry 
without warning! 

f 
S 

i 

i 
bh 

$ 

(for cigarettes, jewelry, or boudoir trifies) with the purchase of this Laminated Pearl Pen and Pencil Sef 

This Pre-Curistmas Speciat—this fashion- 
able innovation—is a reward for being an early- 
bird shopper. 

So go promptly to your favorite department 
store, pen shop, stationer’s, jeweler’s, or druggist’s. 
Purchase one of the lovely Parker Vacumatic 
Laminated Pearl Pen and Pencil Sets, and your 
dealer will mount it in this permanent Plaskon 
Utility Case—an utterly new gift idea —for 
which he will charge you absolutely nothing. 
On receiving this gorgeous 

gift, your friend or loved one 
will merely transfer the Pen 
and Pencil to pocket, hand- 
bag, or desk, and put to use 
the smart Plaskon Case as a 
cigarette box, jewel case, or 
depository for bobby-pins, 
hairpins, etc. Made of Jet or 
African Brown Plaskon, with 

Ivory Lid—it’s permanently strong, thoroughly” 
durable, and extremely artistic and attractive. 

So don’t forget to ask for the famous “Pat 
by name instead of for just “a fountain pen.” For 
“Parker” is the name that your dear ones willle 
for on any gift Pen or Set—the name that 
make them stand up and cheer on Christmas mor 

And remember that the Parker is the only 
GenutnE Vacumatic Pen—contains No Russi . 
Inx Sac—No Lever Fittern—No Soumt On 

Piston Pump—nothing 
render it useless later. Thats 
why it’s GuaRANTEED Mi 
CHANICALLY PErFEctT. 

Stop at the nearest pea» 
counter and you'll see a 
the marvelous new Parker 
Vacumaticleads all Christmas 
lists. The Parker Pen Coy 
Janesville, Wis. 



Clark Gable as Fletcher Christian, leader of “Mutiny on the Bounty” 

("the* picture of the coming winter), and Mamo, a native Tahitian beauty. 

Oh, it's MUTINY ON THE BOUNTY, 

And mutiny in Maine, 

And every Southern county, 
And on the Western plain! 

Our girls with rage are laden; 
They whimper in the dark — 

For a warm Tahitian maiden, 

Is playing opposite Clark. 
Let Uncle Sam his banner furl, 

And wallow in humility: 

Among his nieces not a girl, 
To cope with such virility! 

Ogden Nasb 

«x 

WARES OUR TIMES 



Above: Miriam Hop- 
kins, Edward Robinson 
and others in Goldwyn’s 

“Barbary Coast.” 

Right: Margaret Sulla- 
van and Walter Connol- 
ly in “So Red the Rose”’ 

(Paramount). 

Below: Jack Benny, ra- 
dio, stage and screen 
star, in“‘Broadway Mel- 
ody of 1936” (M.G.M.) 

* 
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REDBOOK’S 

OF THE 

Reviewed by 

HE business of this meeting is to pick 

the three best pictures we have encountered 

this month. The first one is a nostalgic and 

pleasantly sentimental film, "So Red the Rose," 
from Stark Young's best-seller of last year. It 

was directed by King Vidor, who caught the spirit 

of the Deep South so expertly a few years ago in 

“Hallelujah.” Costing near a million, Paramount 
was lavish in every detail of its production. Its 
writers included Laurence Stallings, Vincent Law- 

rence, Maxwell Anderson and Edwin Justus Mayer. 
Producer Douglas MacLean snared Margaret 

Sullavan to star in it, with Walter Connolly, Ran- 

dolph Scott and Janet Beecher. 

If you expect Southern chivalry to Cchival all 

through this picture, you're going to be fooled 
What pervades the proceedings is the knowledge 

that war is an inevitable and terrible thing. Th 

child Dickie Moore, having seen soldiers ravage 
and burn his home, suddenly realizes that whe 

he grows up, his mother will not want him tog? 
to war—but that he will go anyway. This #4 

ironic note is a particularly fetching one right# 

this time, when all nations seem ready to spring 

at each other's throats. 

Please don't misunderstand — this is no prop 
ganda picture. Seeing it, you can fairly feel the 
frost on the juleps. Miss Sullavan's face float 

out at you from the veranda of a great mansid# 
steeped in thick shadow. Her loveliness works 
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H. N. Swanson 

a certain honeysuckle spell. You become aware 

of dusty afternoons drifting gently into cool yet 
burning sunsets — and you know there will be soft 
nights, hung with moons and punctuated by the 

songs of darkies. ... 
» In particular, watch for that beautifully directed 

scene wherein Walter Connolly waves good-by to 
his son going to war. If that isn’t real timing and 

understanding of character, then I surrender, dear. 
Don't look now, but I do believe that's Sam 

» Goldwyn with another hit on his hands. I'm talk- 

ing about "Barbary Coast,” with Miriam Hopkins, 
' Edward G. Robinson and Joel McCrea—to say 

’ nothing of Walter Brennan, a comparatively un- 
known character actor who did such a stand-out 

job of his role that Monsieur Goldwyn has put 
him under long-term contract. It all has to do 
with the early days of San Francisco's gold-rush, 

when the Barbary Coast flourished as a bold and 

lawless colony. 
The screen-play (fashioned by those two bad 

little boys Charley MacArthur and Ben Hecht) 
shows how a clever little blonde baggage comes 

to California to marry a rich miner she has never 

seen; how she adjusts herself to the news of his 
death the very night she lands in San Francisco, 

by accepting the offer of the most powerful and 
ruthless man there, to be a come-on for his gam- 

bling tables at the Bella Donna. While spinning 
the pretty little ivory ball, (Please turn to pade 93) 

Above: Jack Benny tells 
Eleanor Powell what's 
what in “Broadway 
Melody of 1936.” 

Left: Miriam Hopkins 
listens to Joel McRea 
in Samuel Goldwyn’s 

“Barbary Coast.” 

Below: Eleanor Powell, 
hailed by Hollywood as 
“The world’s greatest 
feminine tap dancer.”’ 
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E had a great idea when 

we first thought about this 

article—a parade of all | 

the old favorites who have made 
radio history, and a hearty welcome 

to the new faces appearing at the 

microphone. This fall, however, ra- 

dio presents mainly the old favorites, 

and so startling a scarcity of new 
faces as to make you wonder if any- 

thing new ever will appear. 

Eighteen hours of broadcasting 
a day, approximately one hundred 
and fifty programs on the air on the 

three major networks alone; and 

yet the only new faces of any impor. @ 

tance to rise on the radio horizon @ 

are Helen Hayes, Cornelia Otis 
Skinner and Fred Astaire. The latter 

perhaps should come rather under) 
the designation of "New Feet," be. 

cause the ‘chief charm of his per-1 
formance has been the amazing 

rhythm of his tap dancing. His 

voice is light and charming, but he 
is completely eclipsed by such song- 

sters as Bing Crosby, Lanny Ross,’ 

Frank Parker—and almost any vo- 
calist with any good band. 

The scarcity of new talent springs) 
from two causes: First, there aré 

rarely enough good performers to 

go around. Secondly, sponsors are 
fearful of trying anything new. They 
seem to have a holy horror of ex- 

periment. -Ed Wynn, for example, 

one of the most successful perform. 

ers radio has ever seen, was turned 

down time after time by the very 

people who later would have given 

their right arms and four-figure pay- 

checks to sponsor him. This is true 

of nearly every star that radio has 

ever seen. Nobody wants them un- 

til some brave soul proves their) 
value; and like sheep the original 9 
rejectors all come flocking in to buy 
—after it's too late. 

ITHOUT question, the most 
noteworthy new face in radio 

is Helen Hayes. Dramatics have 
always been a headache in radio. 

Many a brilliant actor and actress on 

the screen or stage has failed to reg- 
ister when depending upon the voice 

alone. With the glamour of the 
grease-paint and lights taken away 
from them, their performances were 

as commonplace as any radio ham 

hired for ten dollars a show. 
But Helen Hayes is different. Her 

voice has always been one of her 

greatest assets. It was the magic of 

her voice that enabled her, a tiny 
woman, to play the commanding 
part of Mary of Scotland. Under 

the spell of her voice you forgot her 
size and her lack of conventional 
beauty. It is a magnificent instru 

ment, even alone and unaided by the 

other artifices of the drama. All of? 
which, of _ (Please turn to page 93 
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we Came 

s the New 36 Plymout 
- Now on Display 

# . *2 
> 

} }EOPLE EXPECTED IT. Now it’s 
. here...the greatest Plymouth 

ye ever built. 

Ithas a 100% more rigid frame... body 
ly reinforced at five main points. 

Itis again America’s most economical 
ize car... evidence indicates 18 to 

miles or more per gallon of gas! 

The 1936 Safety-Steel body is not only 
Inger... but also has new insulation 

mst noise. Plymouth’s 100% hy- 

tulic brakes stop you safely. 

yo spats Se 

New design steering ends the final 
trace of road-shock at the wheel. 

Added to the luxury of Plymouth’s 
Floating Ride are 11 new comfort fea- 
tures...inches more leg room... 2 
inches more elbow and shoulder room. 

This new 1936 Plymouth is on display 
at your Chrysler, Dodge or De Soto 
dealer. See how big and beautiful it is. .. 
drive it. (Ask about the official Chrysler 
Motors Commercial Credit Plan.) 

PLYMOUTH DIVISION OF CHRYSLER CORP. 

PLYMOUTH 

Eee 
at 

4 THINGS PEOPLE WANT 

1. ECONOMY — All evidence indicates 

18 to 23 miles per gallon of gas. 

2. SAFETY — Plymouth’s body is Safety 

Steel... Brakes are 100% hydraulic. 

3. RELIABILITY —Of all low-priced cars, 
Plymouth has most long-life features. 

4. COMFORT— Plymouth’s Floating 
Ride plus 11 new comfort improvements. 

BUILDS 
GREAT CARS. 



Bist wp-we me—but I like it”...was 

the far-too-modest comment of 

Marian Thomson upon this picture. 

Because no picture—painted, printed 

or moving—could do justice to that 
lovely face crowned with hair of 

the precise red-gold shade that is 
heaven's rarest gift to a few, very 

lucky, women. She has a Jovely skin 

...clear, white and luminous. And 

believe it or not—not a single freckle! 

What this Camay bride says about 
complexion care is typical of her 
group, and her generation. She likes 

@® THE SOAP OF 

Camay... has used it for years... 

and credits it with some remarkable, 

and very pleasing improvements in 
her complexion. 

Camay can take the best of care 

of your skin, too, because Camay is 

< ~ 
DK 

really as mild as May—but surpris- 
ingly thorough. From the minute you 
smooth on that luxurious lather, you 
can feel its industrious little bubbles 
reach way down to cleanse your skin, 

as it’s probably never been cleansed 
before. Camay leaves you feeling 
fresh, immaculate and with a roman- 

tic perfume lingering on your skin. 

Camay is delightful to use. A 
pleasant rite to practice... And it 

> helps your skin to find new clarity, 
fresh texture. And, of course, one of 

Camay’s best points is its low price. 
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Varsity 
and 

ET us assume 
that you are a 
football nut, 

Which means that you 
invariably neglect your 
business, family and 
health during ‘the fall, 
for the privilege of 
tefying the pneumonia 
germ. A 
» Suppose that in one 
@ your more ecstatic 
Moments of lunacy, 
some gridiron Puck should seem to appear before you and address 
you in this manner: “Mister, you have been named the Grand Ex- 
ated Bug of the Gridiron. As a reward, you shall have the boon 
of witnessing any contest you might desire to see.” 
What game would you name? 
Ohio State and Minnesota? Alabama and Pitt? Stanford and 

Princeton? Or perhaps one of the old-established thrillers like 
ee Navy, Notre Dame vs. Southern California, or Harvard- 
ale ? 
While you are rolling these delectable possibilities about on the 

laste-buds of your mind, let us suggest a game which only the 
wand of a Puck could arrange: A super world series between the 
tllegiates and the pros! 
Such a battle would settle the most lively argument of the grid- 

ion. Its seed was planted in 1921 when the pro league was or- 
ganized; the roots spread in 1925 when Red Grange plowed up the 
fich financial earth and turned upon it the rains of publicity. The 
fiscussion flowered last year when big crowds were as thrilled by 
the last two Giant-Bear contests as they had ever been by Army- 
Navy or any other college classic. 
Think of that game! The New York Giants, pro champions, 

with Ken Strong, Harry Newman, Ed Danowski, Mel Hein, Bill 
Morgan and the rest of their mighty crew! 
Or the Chicago Bears, with Bronco Nagurski, Beatty Feathers, 

Kieth Molesworth, Ed Ronzani, Big George Musso and the others 
tithis most famous organization in the pro game. 
And what college team would oppose them? 
Any of the Big Five of last season—Minnesota, Alabama, Pitt, 

ford or Ohio State—would have sufficed; but the famous 
her powerhouse has been broken up by ineligibility rulings, 

iid Pitt lost its big stars by graduation. However, Bernie Bier- 
Man and Jock Sutherland have plenty of good ones back—and 

may be on top again at the end of this season. 
Minnesota has Alfonse, Seidel and enough others from that great 

outfit to remain undefeated this year. Pitt has a star back- 
atid combination of Shedlosky, Greene, Larue and Stapulis to open 

t—and two fine ends in Baxter and Souchak. Pitt will be up 
Mere again. 
Alabama is already slated to be the best in the South, with Joe 

Francis Wallace 

discusses 

Football 

Riley touted as a big- 
ger potential star than 
the marvelous Dixie 
Howell. 

Notre Dame is on its 
way back to the top 
with a quintuplet back- 
field of Fromhart, 
Shakespeare, Pilney, 
Elser and Layden. 

Stanford will have 
another championship 
prospect with a solid 

nucleus to build around—the five-star constellation of Grayson, 
Reynolds, Moscrip, Hamilton and Alustiza. 

And there’s Ohio State! Big and fast, with a new offense the 
Big Ten couldn’t solve, a squad which finished the 1934 season on 
a par with Minnesota. And nearly all of them back—Gomer 
Jones, Dick Heekin, Merle Wendt, George Hamrick and the rest of 
King Kong’s Kids, with a sophomore backfield sensation in 
Jumping Joe Williams, and another little brain guy to make them 
click, Tippy Dye. 

There’s your dream game, O Grand Exalted Bug, any outstand- 
ing college squad against the Bears or Giants. 
Who would win? 
That is something we may never know—because only a Puck 

could put them on the field. 

HE nearest approach to a direct test gave the collegians a 
badly-needed fort behind which they now stand defiantly 

while marshaling their forces against the well-organized and con- 
fident assaults of the professionals. 

In 1934, before the beginning of the season, Arch Ward, enter- 
prising sports-editor of.the Chicago Tribune, who had previously 
conceived and established the annual all-star baseball classic be- 
tween the American and National leagues, arranged a football 
game which might do something toward settling this question of 
professional or collegiate superiority. 

He assembled a team of college stars, all graduated the pre- 
ceding June. The collegians, come from all sections of the coun- 
try, practiced for two weeks in the Notre Dame system as taught 
by Noble Kizer and Jimmy Crowley, coaches at Purdue and 
Fordham. 

This team took the field against the Bears, champions of the 
professionals, in a night game at Soldier’s Field, Chicago. The 
pros, a definite unit, had the two best scoring chances; but the 
makeshift collegians outrushed the professional champions by a 
margin of 135 yards to 39, and lost their chances to win by two 
fumbles at critical stages. 

The game ended a scoreless tie, but the collegians. were the 
moral victors. The somewhat stunned pro adherents were quick 
to point out that this was not a college (Please turn to page 70) 
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uary, the sun shone brilliantly over the terrace of Shep- 
heard’s Hotel in Cairo, and many of the basket chairs 

were occupied by those who had traveled to Egypt from distant 
parts of the world to forget winter, if they could, in the gold 
of the sun’s rays. 
Many nations were represented on the famous terrace; but 

the majority seemed to be made up of Americans and English. 
Among the former were a white-haired man, thin, calm, with 
steady light eyes and‘a still vigorous figure; and a sensitive- 
looking woman of fifty or thereabouts, simply dressed, but at- 
tractive by reason of the reality of her expression and the 
quiet grace of her movements. The man had just bought a 
paper over the railing from a native news-vendor in the street 
below. The day was a Saturday, and the paper was a weekly 
—the Sphinx, which chronicles all the social doings in Egypt, 
and announces the arrivals and departures of all travelers of 
any importance. While he opened and looked at the paper, his 
wife amused herself by watching the crowd on the terrace and 
the smartly dressed dragomans assembled in the street near the 
foot of the steps. This was her first visit to Egypt, long looked 
forward to; and her interest in the country of marvels, as yet 
unseen by her, made her feel delightfully young, almost like a 
girl. She and her husband had arrived on the Emperor of 
India, but they were not going round the world. They hadn’t 
time for that; holidays for them were limited, and this was the 
first holiday they had ever taken together in winter. For 
Stephen Harlande was a hard-working journalist, the leading 
music-critic of New York and perhaps of America; and only a 
threatened breakdown. in health had caused him to come away 
during the opera season at the Metropolitan. His traveling 
had hitherto invariably been done in the summer-time, and so 
this was a new and exciting experience for both of them. Not 
that Mr. Harlande showed any excitement. Though really an 
emotional man, and exceptionally susceptible to beauty of what- 
ever kind, whether in art or in nature, he seldom showed what 
he felt. His manner was usually grave and calm, and he was 
known in America as a stern and entirely incorruptible critic. 
Many musicians—composers, pianists, violinists, singers—were 
mortally afraid of him. His wife had sometimes told him he 
was cruel, 

“T only try to be just,” he would say. 
Perhaps he considered that his duty was to Art rather than 

Copyright, 1935, by The McCall Company (Redbook Magazine). All rights reserved. 

A aary, the the air was still cold at the beginning of Jan- 
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Illustrated by John LaGatta 

“This is the wonderful Suzanne , oi 
said Madam Pangalos, taking Miss Blyde’s 
hand in hers. ‘‘Suzanne, let me introduce 
Mr. Adrian Vereker to you—and Monsieur 

Rufus Boresco.”’ 
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to artists. He had not seldom condemned the efforts even of his 
intimate friends. What he wrote in America had great influence. 
His verdict carried far. 

But now he was on holiday, and had no need to consider his 
verdicts. 

“What a handsome dragoman that is!” said his wife. 
Her husband said nothing. He hadn’t heard her. 
“And what marvelous clothes! But he looks to be a rascal.” 
“Well, now—that’s an oppor- 

tunity! The question is—shall I 
take it?” said Stephen Harlande, 
in his slow, deliberate and rather 
deep voice. 

“What opportunity?” 
“Would you believe it that Su- 

sie Blyde is going to attempt the 
role of Aida here at the Opera 
House, and this very night?” 

“Tmpossible!” 
“Read it for yourself, Maize.” 
And he handed her the paper 

with his finger on a paragraph. 

RS. HARLANDE forgot the 
dragoman as she read: 

“Miss Suzanne Blyde, the fa- 
mous young American singer, who 
has been heard in coloratura 
roles at the Metropolitan Opera 
House in New York, the chief 
part in ‘Traviata’ having hitherto 
been perhaps her greatest success, 
is about to spring a surprise on 
her many admirers. Although it 
has been kept, and cleverly kept, 
a profound secret till now, she 
has long been studying the high- 
ly dramatic réle of Aida in Ver- 
di’s famous opera, composed es- 
pecially for the Cairo Opera 
House and frequently given over 
here. As we have announced, 
Miss Blyde, with her mother, ar- 
rived in Cairo some short time 
ago, but it was not known that 
she intended to create a new 
réle, and one so out of her usual 
line, while in Egypt. There is a 
well-known phrase, ‘trying it on 
the dog.’ We do not know of 
course whether Miss Blyde looks 
upon Egypt in that light. Be 
that as it may, tonight she will 
appear for the first time on any 
stage as Aida, taking the place at 
short notice of Madame Merano, 
who had been announced to sing 
that difficult and arduous rédle. 
All Cairo will surely be present 
to assist at this new departure 
of one of the most glittering stars in the operatic firmament.” 

“Oh, we must go!” exclaimed Mrs. Harlande. “I wouldn’t miss 
it for anything. But surely she’ll never get near it.” 

“Not within a thousand miles of it, if I know anything,” said 
her husband. “Aida needs a dramatic soprano of the first order, 
a voice full of color, the voice of a woman who has lived and 
suffered like the very devil, who’s in fact been through it. Susie 
Blyde’s never been through a thing.” 

“Are you sure, Steve?” 
“Dead sure!. If she had, it would show in her singing. Haven’t 

we heard her sing the first part of Gounod’s ‘Faust’ like an angel, 
and the trio at the end like a fool?” 

“In ‘Traviata’ she was wonderful.” 
“In brilliance, but not in passion. She was a consumptive 

cocotte who’d never had a lover. In the last act she suggested 
a suffering choir-boy.” 

“How cruel you are!” 
“But didn’t she?” 
“T know what you mean. 

lovely voice.” 
“And till ‘she gets rid of it, she can never sing Aida as Aida 

ought to be sung.” 

There is the choir-boy sound in her 

“Now don’t go full of prejudice, or you’d better not go at all.” 
“If the New York Chronicle finds out I’m here and didn't 

cable them how America’s famous young singer got through in 
such a réle, I shall never be forgiven in the office.” 

“Anyhow, don’t go full of prejudice.” 
“Maize, am I a just man? If she drops the choir-boy and 

comes out as the fiery Eastern lover, wouldn’t you bet I’d say so?” 
“Well, don’t go prejudiced.” 
“God forgive you, Maize. Anyone’d think—” 
“Anyhow, I'll be there to keep you as just as I can. And per 

haps the Sphinx will help you this afternoon. What about seats?” 
“T’'ll go right now and ask the hall porter about them.” 
The Harlandes had come out from Cairo right after luncheon 

and had~been fortunate in having the Sphinx to themselves; but 
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““Suzanne,’’ said Madam Pangalos, ‘‘I do 
not want to hurt you. I believe in you, 
in your future, if—if you release yourself 

from cold storage.”’ 

7 

a 

presently, as they were moving away in the sand to get a side 
View of it, they saw two people coming toward them, accom- 

“panied by a small black boy in tarboosh and a white djelabiah, 
and a beautiful black-and-tan sloughi on a lead which the little 
boy held fast and proudly in his tiny black hand with its pinkish 
palm. They were women, not natives. Both were tall, and at a 
distance looked slight, though one was fuller in figure than the 
other, and the slighter one had an arm pushed over the crooked 
arm of the other. As they came, they were talking. 
_“Two more worshipers!” said Mrs. Harlande. “I wish I had a 
little negro to take back to New York.” 
“You can find one there easily enough!” 
“They’re Americans!” said Mrs. Harlande. Then: “Oh—Steve!” 
“I get you! It’s Susie Blyde and her mother.” 
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“Shall we stop, introduce ourselves and wish her everything 
good for tonight?” 

“No! I may have to turn her down. 
to the front.” 

Mrs. Blyde and her daughter had gone on slowly. Directly the 
Harlandes were out of hearing, Mrs. Blyde said, in a voice that 
was for the moment inflexible: 

“Susie, d’you know who that was?” 

Walk right on and eyes 

“No. I didn’t look at them 
carefully. Were they Ameri- 
cans?” 

“Tt was Stephen Harlande.” 
Miss Blyde stopped, and her 

fingers tightened round her 
mother’s arm. 

“Oh!” she said, prolonging the 
word in a soft voice on a sur- 
prisingly deep note for a high so- 
prano. 
“Remember what he wrote 

about you as Margaret? Re- 
member what he wrote about 
you in the last act of “Traviata’? 
A consumptive choir-boy! He 
hits on the phrase that sticks, 
the old ruffian! It may be a lie. 
What does he care? He saw 
that I recognized him. I looked 
him full in the eyes, and he knows 
what I think of him by now. 
But he’s the sort of old black- 
guard who has no use for moth- 
ers. I’ve heard that he said 
once: “These mpthers that go 
around with daughters who are 
trying to sing and act, just 
smother all the talent that’s in 
them. Who can reach up to 
great art when there’s a feather 
bed in the way?’” 

UZANNE BLYDE puckered 
her brows. She looked troubled, 

but less so than her mother. 
“I’m not going to be afraid of 

him or of anyone else!” she said. 
“T’ve studied the part till I’m as 
dead perfect in it as I can be. I 
can’t do more. Let him write 
what he likes. What harm can 
he do me?” 

“Old Steve Harlande can do 
you harm, Susie. You're a suc- 
cess. Everyone knows that. Peo- 
ple just love your voice. And 
well they may! You're a beauty 
into the bargain. But remember 
this: You’re at the start of your 
career. And if a fellow with 
Harlande’s influence keeps on run- 

ning you down, others will start running you down too. I say 
the purity of your voice is your greatest asset. People love it. 
But let old Harlande keep on harping that you sing like a choir- 
boy, the next thing will be that the world will say, ‘Oh, she’s 
got no feeling!’ Trust me to know where there’s danger for you. 
Haven’t I been by your side ever since you began? Haven't I 
watched over every step you’ve made from the day you first 
started training in Paris? I can smell danger for you as a dog can 
smell game. I wouldn’t have had that old man here tonight for 
anything. Some critics you can buy.” 

“Oh, Mother!” 
“Yes. And I’d buy Steve Harlande if I could, for your sake. 

For I know just what it will mean for you to make a big hit as 
Aida tonight. But he’ can’t be bought. I'll say that for him.” 

After a silence that lasted for three or four minutes Suzanne 
Blyde said: 

“After all, what does it matter?” 
“Does what matter, darling?” 
“What happens to me tonight? 
“Suzanne! Susie!” 
“What does it matter if Stephen Harlande runs me down? 

What does it matter if they hiss me off the stage?” 

Or after tonight?” 
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“Are you mad, Susie? What’s come over you?” 
“The old Sphinx!” 
She turned away. 
“Come, Mummy! 

the hotel.” 
“And you must rest.” 
“Of course.” 
“And not talk.” 
“Of course.” 
“And husband your precious voice.” 
“That’s right.” 
She opened her pretty mouth and sent a crystal roulade into 

the golden light and the soft though vivid air. 
The mother listened in ecstasy. 

I’ve had my lesson. Let’s walk back to 

WHEN they drew near to the big hotel, going down from the 
plateau on which the Great Pyramid stands by the road at the 

edge of the desert, it was only four o’clock. Tourists were riding 
majestically on decorated camels back from the Pyramids. Motor- 
cars from Cairo were turning in at the garden gate of Mena 
House. The dragomans of Mena village were searching for prey. 
In the open space before the hotel a few parties of people from 
the city were gathered round little tables, drinking coffee, smok- 
ing, chattering, staring. And on the raised terrace in front of the 
hotel there was quite a crowd. 
Many eyes were turned toward Mrs. Blyde and her daughter, 

the little negro and the sloughi. 
“T wonder if they know you, Susie!” murmured Mrs. Blyde, who 

was always on the lookout for admiration of her daughter, and 
alertly conscious of being the natural guardian of a celebrity. 

“Of course they don’t. It’s Bogo and the dog that attract 
them. Who knows me here?” 

“They will very soon. Wait till tomorrow! 
lie down and keep quiet. It’s four o’clock.” 

“The opera doesn’t start till after nine. 
there’s that wonderful Madam Pangalos!” 

She smiled and waved her hand to a woman dressed all in 
white, who was seated at a table facing them on the right of the 
terrace, smoking a cigarette and talking to a couple of men. 

“T must speak to her. She’s a darling.” 

Now you must 

I needn’t hurry. Oh, 

Mrs. Blyde pursed her handsome lips, which were unpainted. 
“T’m not so sure about her, Susie. She looks to me just like 

a Levantine.” 
“She’s pure Greek!” 
“Pure!” repeated Mrs. Blythe. “Pure! Well, anyhow, don’t 

be long. I shall go right by the Harlandes as if I didn’t know 
they were here. Cover your throat!” 

As Miss Blyde came to Madam Pangalos’ table on the ter- 
race, the two men who were with her got up. One was a tall 
man, obviously an Englishman, wearing riding kit, with a hand- 
some clean-shaven face, brown hair going a little gray above his 
ears, steady gray eyes, and the slightly frozen appearance, com- 
bined with good breeding and self-possession, which suggests the 
British Foreign Office and diplomacy. The other was a totally 
different type. He too was clean-shaven, but he was dark, 
swarthy almost, with shining bright eyes that held oddly an -ex- 
pression which seemed mingled of intentness and frivolity, and a 
large reckless mouth. There was something, at any rate to the 
eyes of Miss Blyde, slightly enigmatic in his appearance, a touch 
of the cosmopolitan adventurer. But she thought that he looked 
exceedingly clever. When he heard Miss Blyde’s name mentioned 
by Madam Pangalos in her soft lazy voice, he looked strongly 
interested. 

“This is the wonderful Suzanne Blyde,” she said, taking Miss 
Blyde’s hand in hers, with a drawing-down gesture. “We are all 
going to hear her tonight. Suzanne, let me introduce Mr. 
Adrian Vereker to you. He has an appointment at the Resi- 
dency. And Monsieur Rufus Boresco. I think you must know 
his books. He is the wandering—” Suzanne Blyde felt positive 
she was about to say “Jew,” but she glided smoothly into, “—Ru- 
manian who distills honey—or sometimes is it vinegar?—from 
every country where his foot rests for a few moments. He’s 
fresh from Ceylon, and just looking in here to see what dis- 
graceful things we are up to. When he knows—pouf!” She made 
a fluttering gesture with a hand that was covered: by a loose white 
glove. “He will be off to some Mediterranean. paradise. Sit 
down here for a moment. Mother has gone.” 

Suzanne Blyde shook hands with the two men. She was a 
cordial girl, and had a very frank way of meeting newcomers into 
her life. It struck Monsieur Boresco as almost strangely un- 
sexual. No French girl, he thought, could meet a new man like 
that—no Rumanian girl, either. Mr. Vereker, too, was slightly 

. 

surprised by her almost boyish manner, and examined her shrewd- 
ly with his steady eyes. 

“Have some tea—or coffee, Suzanne?” said Madam Pangalos, as 
Miss Blyde and the two men sat down after some murmured 
words of greeting. 

“No, I mustn’t. I’m going to have lamb chops, or a mutton 
chop, or something romantic of that kind at five o’clock. Sing. 
ing tonight!” she added, looking toward the two men. 

“Don’t we know it?” said Vereker, in a rather grating bass 
voice. “His Majesty’s going, and the Residency crowd will be 
there en masse. I’m not an accomplished musician, but I love 
‘Aida, and mean to be there too.” 
“We expect you in our box,” said Madam Pangalos. 

asked me to tell you.” 
“Many thanks. Then I'll desert my stall.” 
“Qh, don’t leave a gap!” said Miss Blyde in a joking way. “T 

might see it and think the house was half empty.” 
“Will you allow me to take it off your hands, monsieur?” said 

the Rumanian, in French. “I wish to be there and have no seat.” 
“Then I shall have the pleasure of giving it to you.” 
“Mais non, mais non! Permettez que—” 
“Pardon!” said Mr. Vereker, also speaking French. 

don’t sell seats for the opera. Where are you staying?” 
“At the Semiramis.” 
“You shall have the seat in good time, not later than half-past 

seven—in case you are dining out. And now I’m afraid I must 
be off.” 

He got up and, as it seemed to Miss Blyde, towered over them, 
She thought there was something rather harsh and very male 
about him, harsh in spite of his extremely polite and self-pos- 
sessed manners. A dominant man surely, but perhaps cold— 
egoistic? She wasn’t sure. As he bent to say good-by to Madam 
Pangalos, Miss Blyde saw a new look come into his eyes. Only 
visible for an instant, it seemed to her like a flame, and to con- 
tradict his somewhat frozen manner and bearing. .. . 

“Mademoiselle Blyde is an unusual specimen—very!” said 
Boresco to Madam Pangalos, after Suzanne also had left. 

“You think so? In what way?” 
“For a beautiful, and no doubt very intelligent girl, and artiste, 

too, she is amazingly—how to put it?—amazingly unaware of the 
differences between the sexes.” 

“Nicholas 

“But I 

ADAM PANGALOS rested her large sultry dark eyes—sad 
eyes they were essentially—on him for an instant without 

speaking; then she said: 
“She is kept in cold storage.” 
“Cold storage?” 
“By Maman—‘Mother,’ as Suzanne calls her in a very special 

voice.” 
“Ah!” 

“Suzanne is everything in the world to Mother.” 
“And is Mother everything in the world to Suzanne?” 
Madam Pangalos moved her slim shoulders slightly. She was 

an amazingly slim woman, rather tall and languidly graceful. 
“Seems so! But—but that’s to be seen!” 
“Ah?” again said Boresco, leaning a little forward. “Are they 

staying here long?” + 
“Right into the spring, I believe. If she has a success here, 

she’ll sing many times, probably. And she’s pretty sure to have 
a success. She has a most lovely voice.” 

“So I have heard. But I saw somewhere, in some American 
paper, I think, that it was cold.” 

“Crystal pure.” 
“Crystal—Aida! -Tiens! And the cold storage?” 
“T did not apply that musically.” 
“Only morally?” 
“Mother, I think, influences her. She’s a very dominant old 

woman. Not really old at all, though, for an.American. Perhaps 
a little over fifty.” 

“As you say, nothing for an American. And Mother?” oe 
“Has, I think, surrounded Suzanne for years with a sort of 

New England—shall I call it?—atmosphere. Suzanne is quile 
amazingly virginal, for these days. I have never met anyone 
quite like her. She can’t be called a prude. She has read 
books that a prude would not be likely to read. But they dom 
seem to affect her at all intimately. She seems to read them, 
it were, at a distance. I believe she is twenty-four. She began 0 
study singing seriously when she was still very young. You know 
that there have been great opera-singers who have made their 
débuts by the time they were eighteen, and without injuring their 
voices. Patti was one of them, I think. Suzanne has been singing 
now for over four years. Her (Please turn to page 76) 



Suzanne bowed, acknowledging the introduction, in a rather negligent 
way. ~Madam Pangalos realized that she was very perturbed. 
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T was nearly three o’clock when the Daytons’ party broke up. 
A heavy rain was falling, and the Pratts lived sixty miles out in 
the country. The Daytons asked them to stay the rest of the 

night and the Pratts consented, though Wallie Pratt hated to sleep 
in anybody else’s house—the bed was sure to be uncomfortable, 
and there was always something the matter with the bathroom. 
However, his protest was only feeble because, as I say, he hated 
to drive in the rain, especially over a rather unfamiliar road. 

“Thank heaven,” exclaimed the hostess, “we can sleep as long 
as we want to! Tomorrow’s Sunday.” 

“You mean today is,” said her husband. 
Beth Dayton and Wallie Pratt smiled politely. Hilda Pratt gave 

her pleasant laugh. Bob Dayton was glad she was going to be 
there for breakfast. 

“Let’s make it ten o’clock,” said Beth, “though really it won’t 
upset anything if it’s eleven or even twelve.” 
“Why not one, and combine breakfast and lunch?” suggested her 

husband. 
“That’s the best idea of all!” said Beth, wishing she could 

caress him with a machine-gun. 
“It’s hard to refuse such a nice invitation,” said Hilda, “but 

Sunday is Wallie’s day with Dmitri. Dmitri,” she explained, 
“is our wolfhound.” 

“Imagine,” thought Bob as he undressed, “being married to a 
woman like Hilda Pratt, and spending Sunday with a wolfhound!” 

“T don’t believe,” observed Hilda to Wallie, “that the Day- 
tons are a very happy couple.” 

“Sometime,” Wallie replied, “when you have a split second to 
spare, you might make a rough draft of all the couples that are.” 

“Not only that,” Hilda went on, “but I don’t believe Mr. 
Dayton is a well man.” 
“How could he be?” said Wallie. “He sits at a desk all morn- 

ing and afternoon and signs three or four letters, and then eats 
like a man that’d just paved the Lincoln Highway.” 

“T sat next to him at dinner. He didn’t eat much there.” 
“No, because they served something besides candy. You 

ought to have played bridge at our table. We took turns at 

"So they operated.” 

dealing for him so he could always have a chocolate cream 
in each hand. And he sorted his cards with his nose, like 
a trained horse.” 

“Candy isn’t bad for you.” 
“Eggs are bad for you if you eat them by the crate.” 
Anyway Hilda, who belonged to that large group 

of humans, chiefly women, who have no use for you 
if you feel all right, grew quite excited over Bob 
Dayton when he admitted, at the late Sunday 
breakfast, that he was not very well. She asked 
for details. 

“Well,” said Bob, “I’m about the same as 
usual, at that. I’ve got a kind of vertigo, and 
I’m dizzy and my head aches as if I’d drunk a 
lot of champagne or something.” 

Hilda was amazed that Bob’s wife appeared 
indifferent to this recital of symptoms. 



Only Ring Lardner, with his uncanny 

ear for American speech, could have 

written this brilliant and caustic 

story recently found by Mrs. Lard- 

ner in her late husband’s papers. 

Po 

“The thing for you to do 
is to get X-rayed.” A, 

“I’m afraid, Mrs, Dayton,” she said, “that your husband ought and they wouldn’t have operated for the tumor, and Mark would 
to see a doctor and tell him some of these things.” still be O. K.” 
Beth replied without looking up from the comics: “T think we’d better change the subject,” said Hilda. “Mr. Day- 
“I’ve been advising him to do that for years. A doctor would _ ton, if you really would like to see Dr. Gifford, don’t hesitate to let 

probably be just as bored, but it’s his business.” me know. You owe it to yourself—and to Mrs. Dayton as well.” 
“I guess the wife’s tired hearing of my ailments,” said Bob. “I When the Pratts had gone, Bob commented on Hilda’s friendli- 

guess they don’t amount to much, anyway. Besides, I wouldn’t _ ness and general charm, but got little response from Beth. Then 
know who to go to.” he wondered aloud whether it would be a sensible thing to go and 
“Well, I can certainly advise you there!” said Hilda. “My see this Dr. Gifford. 

cousin happens to be personally acquainted with the best diagnos- “I wish you’d do it,” said Beth. “He might find just some little 
tian in New York City, Dr. Elston Gifford. I could arrange thing wrong with you that makes you so miserable all the time.” 
through her for an appointment with him, and you couldn’t get one “But if he’s the best diagnostician in New York, he’d probably 
ttherwise. He’s simply too busy to see anybody, but if he does soak me a hundred dollars.” 
see you, you can be sure he'll tell you exactly 
what’s wrong. That’s all he does, is just give 
diagnoses, and they say he never makes a mis- a 4 
take.” Do you run a temperature? 
“He’s probably pretty expensive.” 

» “You ought not to consider expense when it’s a 
ter of life and death; and from what you tell 

, I should judge it was very, very serious. It 
Munds like ulcers. Wouldn’t you say so, Wallie?” 
“I don’t know,” answered Wallie. “I never 

Istened to many ulcers.” 

HIS is nothing to joke about. Remember 
Mark. I’m speaking of my brother Mark,” 

the explained to the Daytons. “Nobody thought 
was really sick till we made him go to Dr. 

Gifford. He had vertigo and headaches too, Mr. 
] Dayton. Dr. Gifford diagnosed it as tumor of the 

train, and advised an immediate operation. So 
they operated; and sure enough, it was a tumor 
ii the brain.” 
“And Mark died,” said Wallie. 
“What could you expect? Nearly everybody 

Ges of tumor of the brain.” 
_ I think you exaggerate,” said Wallie. “Mark 
Sthe only person I ever heard of that died of 
limor of the brain.” 
I mean,” said Hilda patiently, “that nearly 
brybody that has it, dies of it. It’s a very 

Migerous operation.” 
he operation was what killed Mark,” said , 

Wallie. ‘ 
Yes.” 
“Maybe,” said Wallie, “if he had gone to some 

doctor, a fella that don’t know as much as 
ord, he might have diagnosed it as indigestion, 



“Well, you know what Mrs. Pratt said about 
a matter of life and death.” 

“T’d like to know if he really is the best 
diagnostician, before I go to see him.” 

“Surely you don’t doubt Mrs. Pratt.” 
“And he might say it was tumor of the brain.” 
“T don’t believe that’s physically possible.” 
“Why not?” 
“Oh, well, I imagine people with as danger- 

ous a thing as that are confined to their beds.” 
“T wouldn’t stand for an operation, anyway; 

not on my brain,” 
“If that’s where the tumor was, it would be 

kind of silly operating on the calf of the leg.” 
Some other fairly new acquaintances, the 

Driscolls, dropped in late in the afternoon; and 
while Beth and Mr, Driscoll discussed old 
houses, Bob happened to mention that the 
Pratts had stayed all night, and that Mrs. Pratt 
had advised him to have a physical examination 
and try to find out what caused his headaches 
and vertigo. 

“She’s going to get me an appointment with 

the best diagnostician in New York, Dr. Gif- 
ford.” 

“Dr. Who?” 
“Gifford, Elston Gifford.... Try this kind; 

they’re something like a marshmallow.” 
“And who told Mrs. What’s-her-name that 

Gifford was so good? Why, he’s a joke with 
all the doctors I know. They say he can’t tell 
mumps from arthritis.” 

“Well, Mrs. Pratt swears by him; and when her brother was sick, 
they sent him to Gifford, and Gifford diagnosed it as tumor of the 
brain. He advised them to operate, and they did, and Mrs. Pratt’s 
brother died.” 
“Anybody would die, with that kind of a diagnosis. There’s only 

one real diagnostician in this town, and that’s George Phelon. But 
he’s engaged so far ahead that it’s almost impossible to make an 
appointment with him. I might put in a word for you if you really 
do want to find out the truth.” 

“T think I ought to. I think I owe it to myself, and my wife too.” 
“What did you say were your symptoms?” 
“Well, mostly dizziness and vertigo and headaches!” 
“Ts it worse after meals?” 
“No,” said Bob, helping himself to a chocolate mint, “but I don’t 

seem to have much of an appetite.” 
“Do your ankles ever swell?” 
“My ankles? No.” 
“Well, that may be a good sign, or it may be bad. Sometimes 

those indications mean one thing and sometimes another. I do 
wish you’d let me try and engineer an appointment for you with 
George. He’d tell you the truth and advise you just what to do.” 

“Wouldn’t it be a lot of trouble?” 
“The things George does for me, he doesn’t call them trouble.” 
Mrs. Driscoll smiled vaguely as she made this remark. 
Left alone after supper with his wife and his candy, Bob drew 

his chair close to Beth’s. 
“Beth,” he said, “look at my ankles.” 
“Are you going to try and get in the chorus or something?” 
“No. Just tell me if you think they’re swollen.” 
“Swollen! Why, no! They always were big, and they’re still 

the same size.” 

N the office Monday morning, one of the few people Bob saw 
besides his secretary was a female client, Mrs. L. S. Stacey. 

She declined a piece of candy; her doctor had advised her to cut 
down on sweets for a while. 

“T have Dr. Troutman, you know,” she said. “He’s the best 
diagnostician in New York. He’s the man who told Louie he had 
gallstones.” 

“He isn’t as good as Dr. Gifford or Dr. Phelon.” 
Mrs. Stacey sniffed. 
“As a diagnostician? He’s the best! 

other two.” 
“Well,-I was going to Dr. Gifford or Dr. Phelon and have them 

kind of give me the once-over.” 

I never heard of those 

“Do your ankles ever swell?” 

“You're crazy if you 
don’t go to Dr. Trout- 
man; that is, if you 
can get an appoint- 
ment with him. He 
does nearly everything 
by X-ray; that’s why 
he never makes a mis- 
take.... But I didn’t 
know you were ailing, 
Mr. Dayton.” 

\ . . » 
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“T guess it’s nothing serious; just a few minor symptoms.” 
“Would you mind telling me what they are? Don’t if you'd 

rather not, but I’m kind of good at diagnoses myself. Dr. Trout- 
man,” she added smiling, “often says the world lost a fine doctor 
when I decided to be just a housewife.” 
“My symptoms don’t sound like much when I recite them. BS 

just that I have headaches all the time, and vertigo and dizziness, 
and my ankles are swollen.” 

“T should think they sounded like a good deal. 
you had them?” 

“Honestly, I can’t remember. Maybe a year, maybe longeh 
maybe not that long.” 

“That makes prompt action all the more imperative. I do wish 
you would let me speak to Dr. Troutman and arrange an appoile 
ment for you. He’s a very, very busy man, but he’ll do anything 
for me.” 

Mrs. Stacey smiled vaguely as she said this. 
“T hate to bother you with my little worries. 
“IT wouldn’t underestimate them if I were you.. Your condition 

may be a great deal more serious than you imagine. I tre 
when I think how long Louie had gallstones before he did anything 
about them. Please let me speak to Dr. Troutman.” 

“Well, if you’re sure—” 2 
‘I promise you it won’t be a bit of trouble. And before I gy 

just one more thing: Do you run a temperature?” 
“T don’t believe so.” 
“Not even late in the day or the evening?” 
“T haven’t noticed any.” 
“You might run three or four degrees ang vot notice it. That's 

why it’s so important to see a doctor. «Pledse give me permissioa 
to speak to Dr, Troutman.” 
“Well—” 
As Beth was starting for bed that night, Bob made her stop and 

feél his forehead. 

How long have 

” 



“Does it feel hot?” 
_ “Yes, but it would be remarkable if it didn’t. 
) This place is like a bake-oven.” 

“Sometimes,” said Bob, “I kind of suspect I’ve 
got gallstones.” 

» “If I were you, I’d have them appraised,” said 
’ Beth. 

OB’S secretary was absent Tuesday morning. 
Her sister’s husband, a Mr. Russell, had died. 

Bob could have got along all day, or all year, 
» without a secretary, but felt it only polite to ac- 
» cept the loan of Harry Danforth’s Mrs. Gurnsey. 
"Mrs. Gurnsey, who worked pretty hard in Harry 
» Danforth’s office, was in no hurry to get through 
» in Bob’s, where the motto seemed to be, “Don’t 
» Do It Now!” In order to prolong her visit, it 
"became necessary to talk something besides 

business, 
“Poor Annie!” said Mrs. Gurnsey. “I suppose 

she’ll have to support her sister now.” 
“Didn’t Russell leave anything?” asked Bob. 
“Nothing but debts.” 
“What did he die of?” 
“They say it was gallstones, but I don’t believe 

it. I believe the whole trouble was with his teeth, 
and if he had taken my advice and had them all 
extracted a year ago, he would be alive and well 
today.” 

“I'd hesitate a long while before I had all my . ; 

teeth pulled,” said Bob. , A doctor would probably be just 
“You wouldn’t if you knew they were poisoning bored. but it’s hie busi . 
your system, and it was a question of life and as bored, DUI HS his DUsiness. 

death.” 
“But think of the agony!” 
“There’s no agony if they give you gas, 
and if you go to the right man. Of course, there’s only Dr. Clague’s—he’s the last word in pyorrhea—and he sent Joey to 
one extractor in New York: that’s Dr. Benham. He him to see where the trouble lay. Dr. Clague said it wasn’t only 
charges, but he’s worth it.” one tooth, it was several; but he doesn’t do general dental work, so 
“What makes you think it was Russell’s teeth that he gave Joey a card to the best dental diagnostician in New York, 
killed him?” Dr. Andrell, and the minute Dr. Andrell looked inside his mouth, he 
“His symptoms were just like my own brother’s, said they would all have to come out. ‘You’re lucky to be alive’— 
and Joey would have died sure if he hadn’t had that’s what Dr. Andrell told Joey. Then he recommended Dr. 
them all taken out. It made a new man of him. Benham as the best extractor in New York City, which of course 
You wouldn’t believe the difference!” he is, and Joey went and had it done. And imagine! They’d been 
“Did he just go to this Dr. Benham blind, and telling him he had gallstones and ulcers and everything you can 
say: ‘Pull all my teeth’?” think of, and all the while it was these teeth pouring poison into 
“Oh, no. He’d been feeling low for years, had his system!” 
headaches and vertigo and swollen ankles, and “How long was your brother without teeth?” 
finally he got this terrible toothache, and he “Less than ten days; but that was because Dr. Andrell made a 
didn’t know any dentists here in New York, special effort on account of Mr. Drury.” 
so he inquired around the office, and Mr. “Ten days without teeth is pretty long,” said Bob, munching a 
Drury luckily happened to be a patient of hard chocolate. 

“Well, Frank Russell won’t need teeth where he is now,” 
said Mrs. Gurnsey. .. . 

Bob sat next to Mrs. Ferrell at a dinner-party later in the 
week. Mrs. Ferrell had just returned from Cleveland, where 
a relative had died of peritonitis. 

“At least, that’s what they called it,” said Mrs. Ferrell. 
“Personally, I think it was nothing more or less than poisoning 
from infected teeth. I’d been after Aunt Laura for a year to 
send Phyllis to New York and have her X-rayed by Dr. Julius, 
the best X-ray man here or anywhere else.” 

“T’ve got to go to an X-ray man myself,” said Bob. 
“For your teeth?” 

Hea a said Bob with a light laugh, “for pretty near every- 
thing.” 

“Why, Mr. Dayton, I had no idea you were in bad health.” 
“Tt may not be anything serious.” 
“What are your symptoms, if you don’t mind telling me?” 
“Headaches all the time, and vertigo and dizziness. I have 

a pain down here which they tell (Please turn to page 83) 

"There's no agony if 

they give you gast" 



= HE turning-point of the war against 

crime in this country came, without 

warning or premonitory thunder, on 
June 17, 1933. It was an event as signif. 
cant in its way as the defeat of Burgoyne’s 
red-coats at Saratoga, or the sullen slow 

advance of the United States Marines across 
the rock outcroppings at Belleau Wood on 
another bloody and ominous summer morn- 
ing. 

On June 17 a dusty train from the South- 
west pulled into the beautiful white ter- 
minal at Kansas City with dangerous cargo 
aboard. Bald-headed Frank Nash, bank- 
robber and murderer, was on his way to 
Leavenworth prison. Nash was no ordi- 
nary criminal; long a fugitive, he was one 

of the cleverest and most desperate men 
on the roll-call of public enemies. Three 
law officers ushered him to the car plat- 
form, and there in the train-shed a guard 
of four others was waiting to meet him. 
Handcuffed and grimly acquiescent, he was 
piloted along the vaulted corridor to the 
street. And then the impossible happened: 

Nash was placed in a waiting automobile, 
and his guardians huddled about him. They 
all were armed. Nash blinked in the morn- 
ing sunshine and looked indifferently at 

the busy traffic station on the Union Station 
plaza. Suddenly, and with incredulity, the 
law officers heard a voice shout, “Stick ’em 
up!” Only Frank Hermansen had time to 

c 
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shoot. There, in the heart of the city, 
bandit machine-guns were trained on the 
police car. It was a delivery. The m& 
chine-guns chattered like noisy typewriters; 
and when they were finished and silent 
again, an astounding and senseless crime 
had been committed. 

Hermansen and William Groom, both 
Kansas City detectives; Otto Reed, Chief 
of Police at McAlester, Okla.; Raymond 
J. Caffrey, a Special Agent of the Depart- 
ment of Justice; and Frank Nash himself— 
these were instantly killed. R. E. Vetterli 
and F. J. Lackey, Special Agents, were 
wounded. Only Frank Smith, another 
Special Agent, came through the slaughter 
unscathed. Smith had taken the place @ 
the rear seat where the bandits assumed 
that Frank Nash would be sitting. 



Verne Miller directed the Kansas City 
delivery. He had with him two journey- 
men gunners who botched the job—“Pretty 
Boy” Floyd and his inseparable pal Adam 
Richetti. Their uneasy trigger-fingers had 
mowed down the officers, and released 
Frank Nash only to his heavenly reward. 
But their errors were even more fateful. 
The mad bravado and consummate insolence 
of the job infuriated the country. The 
Kansas City Massacre marked a revolu- 
tion in the national attitude toward crime. 
During the long years of Prohibition the 
average citizen became indifferent to the 
growing power of organized criminals; in- 
deed, he was often a complacent and good- 
humored accessory to the violation of the 
statutes. The crimson affair at the Union 
Station plaza roused the citizen from his 
lethargy. Indifference vanished. When 
banditry dared to challenge openly the pow- 
ers of the State, when it dared to slaughter 
police officers in the performance of their 
duties, the average citizen decided that it 
was high time for a new deal on crime. 
Two tragic evenis gave the Federal Gov- 

ernment the punitive power it has today. 
One was the kidnaping of the Lindbergh 
child; the other was the Kansas City Mas- 
sacre. When I entered the Federal service, 
the Special Agent was definitely limited in 
the cases he might investigate. His duties 
were largely inquisitorial, for he could not 

even make an arrest. When he had run 
down his quarry, he was compelled, under 
the law, to call in a local policeman or a 
United States marshal to snap on the hand- 
cuffs. It may surprise a good many people 
to know that it was only in February of 
1934, six months after Verne Miller had in- 
tarnadined the Kansas City pavements, 
that Congress passed extraordinary legisla- 
tion permitting Special Agents to make 
arrests in their own right. 
Verne Miller is dead now; but I strongly 

Suspect that the man-hunters of the future 
cast their nets for few men as gravely 

and intelligently dangerous. The bitter 
farce at the Union Station is no measure of 
his talent. Some bubble burst in Miller’s 

during his formative years. - He 
fame of a good family. His father was, 

when Verne decided to leave home, an emi- 
nent citizen of White Lake, South Dakota. 
After graduation from. high school, Verne 
wandered a bit. He became a rough-and- 
tumble fighter, a migratory laborer, a para- 
chute-jumper at county fairs. Then the 
World War occurred. Miller went to 
France as a sergeant of infantry, and dis- 

tinguished himself as a soldier. He was 
for one thing (or so the legend has it) 
champion of the A. E. F. in quick pistol 
shooting. When Verne Miller came home 
he was, largely because of his glowing war 
record, elected sheriff of his native county. 
Politically, he was on his way toward be- 
coming an outstanding personage. 

HILE sheriff, Miller earned an enviable 
reputation as man-hunter. He feared 

nothing. It is said he delighted, purely 
as a matter of sport, in chasing bootleggers’ 
cars, and shooting his initials neatly into 
their rear gasoline tanks. Marksmanship 
and courage, however, were not enough to 
see him through as a public-office holder. 
He was a prodigal spender, and his salary 
was unequal to the demands of his free- 
handed bounty. In April of 1923 he was 
accused of embezzling county funds, tried 
and sent to prison. Two years later he 
emerged from the penitentiary, fell afoul 
of the law at Sioux Falls, and was indicted 
for violation of Prohibition laws. He 

jumped bond—and was never arrested 
again. 

Miller found his way into big-time crime 
by becoming a member of the St. Paul gang 
headed by Tommy Holden and Ray Keat- 
ing. Both of these are now in the Federal 
prison at Leavenworth. The underworld 
has a pretty story about the stratagem 
Miller used to qualify as a member of the 
St. Paul fraternity. Holden and Keating 
were suspicious of him; after all, he had 
been a sheriff, and his forays had been in 
the interests of the law. Miller asked 
languidly for the name of some individual 
they did not like. They gave him the 
name. Miller proved his worth by kid- 
naping the man, taking him out on a coun- 
try road, and breaking all ten fingers. 
Then, because it was only an academic test 
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of “merit,” he let the man go. Whatever 
the’truth of this tale, Verne Miller soon 
established himself solidly among the top- 
flight criminals. He came to know Gus 
Winkeler and Capone in Chicago, and to 
serve as an agent of death when the crime 
syndicate wanted a safe “torpedo.” He 
made connections in New York; he became 

a pal of Frank Nash and the gifted Har- 
vey Bailey; and withim a reasonably short 
time he became known from coast to coast, 
by outlawry’s grapevine information, as a 
talented and trustworthy operator, a twenty- 
two-carat big shot. 

Miller could have become, like Capone, 
an overlord of crime. He had the intelli- 
gence and the imagination. He did not 
look, talk or act like a criminal.| He dressed 
conservatively and well, and was so present- 
able in appearance and speech that he was 
able to achieve membership in respectable 
country clubs in Asheville, N. C., and Kan- 
sas City. He played a good game of golf, 
and he posed usually at vacation resorts as 
a wealthy Oklahoma oil man—and got away 
with it. 

Miller’s weaknesses were temperamental. 
For one thing, he couldn’t stay still; he 
had to be on the move. For another thing, 
he was essentially a free lance. Often he 
would climb into his motorcar and drive a 
thousand miles by himself. On these lone- 
ly drives he carried a case full of spectacles 

with him, and pretended, if traffic police- 
men became inquisitive, to be a traveling 
optician. When money matters became 
pressing, Miller could make contact with 
the Midwestern crowd and join them in a 
raid. He was an excellent workman, and 
utterly cold; he was always available for 
murder if the hazards involved were to be 
paid off with a commensurate bonus. 

But two factors eventually made Miller 
an outlaw in the world of outlaws: One 

was his pathological weakness for liquor, 
and the other was a clear case of galloping 
insanity. No one except an insane man 
would have attempted to deliver Frank 
Nash. Miller tried by long-distance tele- 
phone to enlist some of his big-time chums 
in the sortie. All of them refused; and 
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Miller, not to be dissuaded by wise counsel, 
was forced to enlist two clumsy desperadoes 
from the hinterland in his mad attempt at 
rescue. 

The underworld never forgave Miller 
for the Kansas City raid. The bloodshed 
there waked the nation. And Miller, now 
in panicky flight, returned to Chicago to 
find that he was a pariah among his own. 
Crime is a business; and Miller was a 

debit. He was too “hot;” no one wanted 
to shelter him, because he might bring down 
upon his benefactor all the barking dogs of 
the law. Once he had been the intimate 
associate of all the chieftains of vice and 
mayhem; now not even his loyal mistress, 
crying piteously at the doors of his old 
friends, could find him a hiding-place. It 
seemed economical to the underworld that 
Miller be wiped off the ledger before a 
fuller accounting came. 

ERNE MILLER was never arrested. 
In Chicago, Special Agents found one of 

his hiding-places. 
Miller escaped in a waiting motorcar, 

but he achieved only a short respite from 
death. On the next to the last day of No- 
vember in 1933, his naked body was found 
in a drainage ditch near Detroit. He had 
grown a mustache and dyed his hair red, 
but fingerprints established his identity. 
His arms and legs were bound with clothes- 
line; his skull had been crushed by blows 
with a revolver-butt or a hammer; and 
bruises on his throat indicated that he 

my F. B. I. scientist examines 
package through 

a special X-ray apparatus. 

might also have been strangled. There is 
an underworld story that Miller was over- 
taken by the executioners of his own guild 
as he lay steaming in a bathtub in Louisville, 
and that he was killed there, transported 
hundreds of miles in a motorcar and tossed 
into the marsh grass two States away. The 
story is not implausible. Crime is a busi- 
ness, and Verne Miller had become a debit. 
They wiped him off the ledger. 

Up until the time of the Kansas City 
massacre, the Department of Justice had 
been compelled to meet the challenge of 
crime with, makeshift and blunted weap- 
ons. State lines and technical matters of 
jurisdiction were burdensome barriers in the 

way of truly efficient police work. The 
men who died on the Union Station plaza 
did not die in vain. The public revulsion 
which followed Verne Miller’s exploit re- 
sulted in the passage by Congress of those 
laws which endowed the corps of Special 
Agents with new and extraordinary powers. 
The Government gave us money, men and 
unlimited backing, and it was as a direct 

result of this heavy artillery that the G-men 
were able to meet the hoodlums on their own 
battleground and take them to a cleaning. 

With all this ancient history in mind, it 
sometimes amuses me to consider the sharp 
and sudden way in which the career of the 
Special Agent has captured popular imagina- 

G-men being trained in the 
pistol-ran wane a the Department 

of Just Washington 

tion. When I was a youngster, reading 
goggle-eyed through the Rover Boys series 
and the Tom Swift books, most of my 
knickerbockered contemporaries were dead 
set on becoming automobile racing drivers, 
parachute-jumpers or, in emulation of the 
great Ty Cobb, demons on the bases in the 
American League. Boys are always glory- 
seekers, and their ambitions shift with the 
stirring events of the times. In earlier and 
later eras they have wanted to be sailors 
before the mast, cow-punchers, Indian 

scouts in pursuit of Geronimo, war-corre- 
spondents, bridge-builders in the jungle, 
flyers of the air mail, and mysterious mem- 
bers of the French Foreign Legion. A 
very, very few, I am informed, run a tem- 
perature because they hope to play the 
violin. 

Lately, if the letters which reach my 
desk furnish a just criterion, a considerable 
portion of the male population of America 
has a burning desire to serve with the 
G-men. Special Agents (for the time be- 
ing, at least) are popular subjects of hero 
worship. The straight-out factual drama 
of the Government’s war on crime, together 
with highly seasoned motion-picture roman- 
tizations, have excited adventure-seekers. 
They have come to believe that there are 
more thrills to be had as a Special Agent 
than in tramping through snowy wastes for 
the Canadian Mounted, handling the con- 
trols in a stratosphere flight, or shouldering 
a pack in the endless hot sun of sandy Mo- 
rocco. And perhaps they are right. 

Nevertheless, few of these hopefuls have 
any clear picture of the life of a G-man, 
or any comprehensive information about 
the activities of the Federal Bureau of In- 

vestigation. So much of legend has attached 

itself to the coat-tails of Special Agents, 

that the public is now convinced that we are 
murky and mysterious professors who merge 
in our chemistry the bounce of Jimmie Cag- 
ney, the uncanny prescience of Hawkshaw 
the Detective, and the ingenuity of Buck 
Rogers, peerless hero of the comic strips, 

This, of course, is nonsense. The record 
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation dur- 
ing the last few years speaks for itself with- 
out any recourse to the extravagances of 

the fiction-writers. Recently, at a meeting 
of the American Bar Association, crime sta- 
tistics were cited which indicated a very 
great improvement in law-enforcement in the 
United States. The speaker, an eminent at- 
torney, gave the Federal Bureau of Investi- 
gation all the credit for bettered conditions, 
The Bureau, as it is now constituted, is 
only eleven years old. During that time it 
has done much to cure the evils of sectional- 
ism in police work, and with the aid of new 
punitive legislation, it has made itself the 
equal, if not the superior, of any other man- 
hunting agency in the world. 

There has been derisive comment, at 
times, about the fact that a large number 
of Special Agents have a legal education. 
This, among the literary gentry of the 
hard-boiled school, 
much refinement for police work. 

seems to indicate too 
I need 

Using the ballistic microscope 
to decide what gun was used to 

fire a specific shot. 

enter no defense, for the facts themselves 
are the best answer. The official figures 
show that we collect not only prisoners but 
evidence. Only one man in twenty ar- 
rested by Special Agents escapes conviction 
of a crime! 

HIS is a record that not even Scotland 
Yard can match. Two things made it 

possible: One is the fact that the Service is 
absolutely free of politics, and the other is 
the extraordinarily high order of its per 
sonnel. During my eight and a half years in 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation, there 
were only two known cases of corruption 
and graft on the part of a Special Agent. 
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In St. Louis a Special Agent was accused of 
accepting a bribe of three hundred dollars 
in a bankruptcy case. He was convicted 
and sent to Leavenworth through the ef- 
forts of his own service. There was an- 
other case in Baltimore, though I am not 
familiar with its details. This record of 
honesty may seem improbable to the cyn- 
ical, but these are facts. I may add that, 
during my years in charge of the Chicago 
bureau, I never had under me a single man 
who I thought could be tempted by a bribe 
of any size. 

The explanation, I suppose, is to be 
found in the elaborate care with which the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation chooses its 

The De 
boasts 

artment of Justice 
the pees aes 

men. The basic requirements for eligibility 
are not in themselves too simple. The ap- 
ant must be between the ages of twenty- 
ve and thirty-five; he must be able to pass 

a stiff physical examination; and he must 
; be either the graduate of a recognized law- 
“school, a public accountant, or have had 
previous investigative experience. Account- 
)ants are vitally important in certain prose- 
* cutions with which we are charged, such as 
‘bankruptcy frauds and violations of the an- 
“ti-trust laws. 
» No big city bank examining the creden- 
fials of a prospective vice-president can 
Match the painstaking efforts of the Gov- 
ernment in checking upon the young men 
slated to be Special Agents. Political pull 
and glowing letters of references will not 
help them. Each and every new member 
of the service is investigated as carefully 
and coldly as a potential law-breaker be- 
fore he gets his Government badge. For 
instance, the applicant may have stated 
that as a boy he lived in Atlanta, Georgia, 
that his family then moved to Kansas City, 
and from there to Memphis, Tennessee. 
Special Agents in each of those cities get 
orders from Washington to check on his an- 
tecedents. Has he ever been.in trouble with 
the law? Does he pay his bills? Is his 
word good? What was the standing of his 
family in the community? If he has been 
in business, what do his business rivals 
think of him? These investigations estab- 
lish to a certainty whether the applicant is 
the kind of man we want in the corps: 

The more talents an applicant can bring 
to the job, the better chance he has for se- 
lection. When I entered the Department 
of Justice, there were. some two hundred 
and fifty agents. At the present time, even 
with recent expansion, there are only about 
seven hundred. And there are thousands of 
applicants for appointment. An ability to 
speak several languages is always an asset. 
A Special Agent who knew Indian dialects 
solved the celebrated Osage murder cases 
in Oklahoma. A friend of mine who under- 
stands Italian cleared up an investigation 

by overhearing a telephone conversation in 
a spaghetti restaurant. A Special Agent 
who was a native of Minnesota smashed an 
ambitious international ring which smuggled 
stolen motor-cars. He spoke Swedish. 

The story is entertaining. The sponsors 
of the international scheme hit upon the 
smart idea of stealing automobiles here, and 
shipping them to foreign countries where 
identification and tracing of title would be 
difficult. When the Government finally got 
wind of this ingenious exporting venture, 
more than five hundred cars had already 
gone abroad. Sweden and Norway were 
the markets. The Swedish-speaking Special 
Agent promptly boarded a steamship. He 
was assigned to the undercover job of lo- 
cating the underground stations in Scandi- 
navia, and he got the facts which resulted 
in crushing the ring. 

One of the most important files in Wash- 
ington is the card index of every Special 
Agent’s personal history. There are listed 

his former vocations and avocations, his 
hobbies and recreations. To the average 
citizen, it may seem of slight interest in- 
deed that Special Agent Bill Jones was em- 
ployed as a telephone lineman before he 
went to law-school, that he served several 
months as a migratory worker in the Da- 
kota harvest fields, acted as a roustabout in 
the oil country, and once was a bellboy in a 
resort hotel. It may seem even less inter- 
esting that he plays the violin. But the 
inquiries to which a Special Agent may be 
assigned are so unpredictable that any or 
all of these facts may become important to 
his superior. Occupational disguises are vi- 
tal in undercover work: Our men do not 
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wear horsehair beards, false mustaches or 
green glasses; but they are frequently called 
upon to pose as what they are not. A glance 
through the card files may produce the prop- 
er man for a particular job. 

Several instances come to mind. One 

case is well known: A restaurant-owner re- 

ceived a number of extortion notes. A cook 

in his café was suspected. The Washington 
office searched through the card index and 
found a Special Agent who had done exten- 
sive duty on kitchen police during the late 
World War. He went to work as a dish- 
washer in the restaurant, and there he got 
the evidence on his man. This, I think 
(and I am sure all war veterans will agree), 

evidence—a 
handkerchief 

scene of 

Photographin 
blood - stain 
found at the 

is the only time that K. P. duty ever paid 
anyone a dividend. It just shows you never 
can tell. 

Another agent was an accomplished fid- 
dler. I would hesitate to call him a violin- 
ist, for his talent was no challenge to Kreis- 
ler or Heifetz. His repertory was limited 
to the jig tunes which keep couples stepping 
in the Virginia Reel, but when he set his 
teeth and bow-hand into the measures of 
“Old Zip Coon,” “Pop Goes the Weasel,” 
and “The Irish Washerwoman,” he could 
make the rafters ring. He went into hill- 
billy country after a long-sought fugitive, 
and with a fiddle as a calling-card, he made 
friends there and ultimately got his man. 

OME of my readers may recall the re- 
ports of sabotage during the building of 

the dirigible Akron. The Department of 
Justice was called upon to investigate these 
reports, and it was discovered that riveting 
in the steel superstructure showed some 
flaws and omissions. It is possible to cover 
a rivet-hole with saliva, and paint over the 
smooth surface caused thereby. Any in- 
spectors examining the work to determine 
if the riveting had been done according to 
specifications would naturally fail to dis- 
cover that a strengthening rivet was miss- 
ing, because what should have been a rivet- 
head now appears as a smooth surface. The 
saliva furnished the base over which the 
paint was applied. The Federal Bureau 
of Investigation, again exploring its card 
index, found two (Please turn to page 98) 
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aspects of home, this noontide heat should hold the greatest 
It was the fervid heat of the middle-Louisiana 

cotton-country. From the gallery, with half-closed eyes he 
watched it shimmering on the fields, eddying up from the dusty 
road and gravel-path to distort the woodland beyond. The mourn- 
ing-doves in the row of cedars behind the house breathed their 
complaint to a world caught up in an involuntary siesta. 

Last night there had been the serenade of the katydids, the 
distilled fragrance of jasmine, cedar, magnolia and myrtle. There 
had been the small, dormered room of his boyhood, which looked 
far out over sloping fields of cotton and corn to the moonlit 
bayou. Curious, that these things should not have served to 
orientate him after his five-year absence, while these first few 
moments of high noon should say with finality: “You are home.” 

He looked at the brown cotton-bolls now splitting along their 
segments to expose the snowy lint. And the thought came into 
his mind that he had come home with caution, expecting shrunken 
horizons. But the fields stretched away as broadly; the ancient 
colonnaded plantation-house stood in its embowering live-oaks and 
cedars with all its old-time graciousness. The red hills shimmered 
beneath the sun with all the half-mystical attraction they had 
held for him in boyhood. Niggard they might be—all this land 
might be—in pecuniary yield. But this did not alter their aspect 
of amplitude and generosity. 

His eyes drifted along the road. A curl of dust lifted from 
one of the deep gullies. Presently a car breasted the rise and 
came in view. Magnolia and catalpa, oak and cedar hid it again 
briefly. Then it swung into the driveway. A heavy young man 
with thick eyebrows and pursed, decided lips got out and came 
deliberately across the lawn. Despite the heat, his white linen 
suit was spotless and neatly creased. The broad Panama was 
set squarely on his head. 

Randolph got to his feet. 

|: seemed odd to Randolph Blaine that of all well-remembered 

poignancy. 

“Tt’s Fred Benje,” he said, sur- 

Bower 
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prised. His tone was neither cordial nor the reverse. He added 
in a moment: “How are you, Benje?” 

Benje held out a hand. “It’s been five years, Rand,” he said. 
They clasped hands briefly. Benje dropped into a chair, re- 
moved his hat and fanned himself. “Five years,” he repeated. 
He jerked his head erect. “Vacationing?” 

“Ves. This is my slack season. About the only time I can 
get away.” 

“Staying long?” 
“A month.” 
Benje nodded. He was calm and assured. He had dignity— 

and he had simplicity. Curious, how wealth does away with 
pretension, Randolph thought swiftly. Here was solid fruit from 
a vulgarly flamboyant blossom. Benje, aware of the speculative 
gaze, lifted his eyes. He smiled—a slow, veiled, inscrutable smile. 

“You'll be going back North again,” he said. 
I thought perhaps you might be planning to stay on. 
I hoped you were not. I'd like to buy the place.” 

Randolph shook his head. “No,” he returned. “It’s not for sale.” 
“Tt’s cost you money for years!” Benje expostulated. 
“Tl carry it.” 
“That’s not business,” Benje frowned. 
“T’ve never been greatly interested in business,” Randolph re- 

turned carelessly. 
“Yet you’ve made money.” ‘The statement was half question. 
“Not, perhaps, what you’d call money.” 
Benje said abruptly: “I'll give you. your own price, Rand. I'm 

not buying as a speculation. I want to live here. I’m aiming to 
marry.” 

“And this is the desire of your fiancée rather than yourself.” 
“Yes,” Benje growled. “By inclination, I’m a town man..-- 

You’re pretty sharp, my friend.” 
Randolph shook his head. “After all,” he said, “one remembers 

quite well important events of a mere five years ago.’ 

“T didn’t know. 
Frankly, 
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grown up with the idea of marriage. 

She continued: ‘I’m not 
offering you excuses. I’ve 
chosen my way, and I’m 
going to follow it... . 
Poverty does things to 
gentlefolk down here. It 

causes—decadence.”’ 

“You’re speaking of Fauneil Kent,” Benje said. He was uneasy. 
“Aren’t you?” Randolph demanded quickly. 
“Yes.” He moved restlessly in his seat. 

down, Rand. I never knew why.” 
“But you guessed,” Randolph retorted. “Oh, yes, you guessed.” 
“Perhaps.” Benje’s black eyes moved uneasily up and down 

the cotton rows. He added: “She was only eighteen then.” He 
was not really defending the girl, Randolph realized. The defense 
was for himself. A defense of his pride. 
Randolph laughed. “I'll tell you,” he said derisively. Benje 

flinched, and held up an expostulatory hand. Randolph laughed 
again. “And you think I’d sell you the plantation for her to live 
on. For her to enjoy.” : 

Benje said hurriedly: “I’d no idea you'd been hit so hard.” 
“She was in love with me,” Randolph said coldly. “We'd 

She went away to college 
that year she was seventeen. And she came back with new ideas.” 
“Money,” said Benje heavily. “She had just found out what 

it meant—what it could do.” His fingers drummed for a moment 
On the arm of the chair. “It’s hard to blame her,” he went on 

“She turned you 

yun | a 

The story of a sweet and mad girl 

whose plans weren’t particularly 

honorable but extremely brave. 
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frowningly. “No state is so infuriating as 
that of the genteel poverty in which she’d 
been brought up. . . . She learned what she 
wanted. She was willing to trade her assets 
for these things. You were young and poor, 
burdened with a plantation which didn’t pay. 
You were discarded. That’s all there is to 
the matter.” 

“And it took you five years to accumu- 
late—” 

“Yes. Between you and me—yes.” He 
moved wearily in his chair. 

“Hell,” Randolph flung out 
“let’s talk of something pleasant.” 

“Tt was nice to see you again,” he said per- 

disgustedly, 

Benje arose. 
functorily. 

“Glad you dropped in,” Randolph replied. They stood a 
moment, eye to eye, without friendship and without hostility, 
their handshake loose. 

‘THE sun dropped toward the horizon and withdrew its blistering 
heat from field and woodland. Randolph arose from his seat on 

the gallery; and—seemingly without conscious volition—his feet 
took the bayou path. It unrolled before him, red, hard-packed, 
exhaling the good smell of warm earth. It seemed to him scarcely 
more worn than when his bare feet had trodden it; the little vistas 
along its leisurely way had remained steadfast. Only the more 
volatile bayou, influenced by the Mississippi floods, had changed. 
It had eaten into the gravel bluff, broadening its flow and eliminat- 
ing the deep pocket where good bass used to lurk. 

There had been a rustic bench on the lip of the bluff. It was 
gone from its original position now, along with twenty-five feet 
or more of the bluff itself. His eyes, moving up the bank, dis- 
covered the warped, weather-beaten seat. Some one had moved 



it to a spot of shade beneath 
a group of magnolias. A 
girl was seated there now. 
She had a sheaf of papers 
in one hand. The other 
held a pencil, which moved 
nervously, rapidly, over the 
surface of the topmost 
sheet. 

Randolph stood motion- 
less, looking at her, and sud- 

denly much of his bitterness 
seeped from him—simply 
because she had remained 
worth-while, worth remem- 
bering. He had wanted to be 
assured that she was worth 
the pain she had caused 
him, and now he had that 
assurance. She had— His 
mind groped for the word, 
found it: flavor. A differ- 
ent, distinctive flavor. It 
sat on the palate of the 
mind like—like wild honey. 
Like wild honey. 

She had changed little, 
he thought—little, ina land 
where women mature early. 
Red-blonde hair framed the 
small patrician face with its 
white, delicate, fine-grained 
skin. When she raised her 
head, he could.see the con- 
tours of her neck: firm, love- 
ly, gracious. What had the 
years wrought—as they must 
—in the way of change? 

He walked forward. Her 
eyes fastened on him. He 
thought she braced herself; 
then he was not sure, be- 
cause her smile and greet- 
ing came so readily. He was profoundly moved as he seated 
himself beside her. She was calm, wrapped in subtle feminine 
dissimulation. Suddenly he was angry. He waved away her 
light remarks. “I told Benje today,” he said harshly, “that I 
wouldn’t sell him the plantation.” 

“Because of me,” she said. 
“Because of you.” 
“He had no right to put it on that basis,’ 

not formally engaged to him.” 
“T noticed,” he returned slowly, “that you wear no ring. Struck 

me as being a little odd. I thought Benje had passed the nec- 
essary financial standard.” 

Color flamed in her cheeks for a moment. Then she smiled, 
but did not reply to his statement. Presently she asked: “Why 
did you come home?” 

“Nostalgia,” he answered. 

’ she retorted. “I’m 

“Just plain homesickness.” 

HE nodded at that, as though the remark had settled some 
” question in her own mind. “We've heard so little about you, 

she said musingly. 
“I’ve managed to get along,” he answered shortly. 
She turned to him. “Somehow,” she said, “you look successful.” 
“You mean money, of course,” he replied. “You’re mistaken. 

I’ve never cared enough about money to be successful financially. 
I’ve enough to live in a comfortable, civilized way. Nothing more.” 

“Curious,” she remarked abruptly, a little angrily, “that you 
should carry your hatred of me through all these years.” 

“No.” His voice was almost gentle. “Not curious. I’ve never 
quite got over what you did to me. Perhaps I’ve never quite got 
over you. Perhaps I’m still in love with you. But I don’t know 
anyone for whom I’ve a greater contempt.” 

She answered him calmly: “That’s honest. Thanks.” She broke 
off and plucked nervously. at a twig of magnolia which reached 
out across the bench. “You see,” she went on finally, “I’ve never 
quite got over you, Rand. I told you when I refused to marry 
you that I’d go on loving you. I have. Which simply aggravates 
my offense in your eyes. Because—my ambition hasn’t changed.” 

He said nothing. She got up and stood before him. She con- 
tinued: “I’m not offering you excuses. I’ve chosen my way, and 
I’m going to follow it. I just want to remind you that long- 
continued poverty does things to gentlefolk down here. It causes 
—decadence.” 

The deep sincerity of her voice changed to casualness as she 

asked after a moment: “Staying down here for some time, Rand?” 
“A month,” he re- 

plied. 
“Mother,” she said 

slowly, “would like 
to see you.” 

He nodded. “T’ll 
call.” 

Hesitantly she ex- 
tended her hand. 
“Good-by,” she said. 

He looked steadi- 
ly into her eyes, ig- 
noring the extended 
hand. “Good-by,” he 
said. ... 
When darkness 

fell, heat-lightning 
flared on the north- 
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ern horizon. Black Aunt Cindy came out on the side gallery and 
announced: “Dish yere dry spell gwine be bruk soon, Mist’ Rand. 
Sheet-lightnin’ in de norf mean rain. Ah never see hit fail.” 
He smiled at her. “I remember now, Aunt Cindy,” he said. 

“I'd got pretty far away from things like that.” ‘ 
“Too fuh,” she answered soberly. “An’ yo’ gwine ‘way ag’in. 

Pears lak de plantation cain’t hol’ a man, once he git Norf. How 
come yo’ aint gwine settle down heah whar yo’ pappy bawn and 
his pappy bawn, an’ raise yo’se’f a family? How come de 
plantation aint good nuff foh yo’? Ah done nuss yo. Why 
aint Ah gwine nuss yo’ chillun?” 
He had no reply for her. 
Presently she said with dignity: “Yo’ done cheat me, Mist’ Rand.” 

“T” he answered 
slowly, “have been 
cheated too, Cindy.” 

She shuffled away 
on her run-down slip- 
pers and entered the 
house. He heard her 
moving about the 
kitchen, heard the rat- 
tle of dishes and pans. 
Then her voice came 
to him through the 
open window: “She 
done bruk him up.” 

Unc’ Ben answered 
in his deep rumbling 
bass: “Dey’s plenty 
women.” 

**I came over to say good- 
by to Rand,’’ she said. “‘I 
told him I was going to 
marry you. We got caught 
upinan emotional tide—”* 

“Not foh him. An’ dey 
aint many women like dat 
Miss Fauneil. She’s quality. 
Like her mammy.” 

“How come dey 
ma’y?” 

“Ah nevah knew, Unc’ 
Ben. But Ah heah tell she 

gwine ma’y wit’ Mist’ Fred 

Benje.” 
“She could do wuss. He 

got plenty money, Mist’ 
Fred. Ah heah he gwine 
be Senator some day.” 

Cindy’s voice held a great 
finality: “He aint quality 
He aint good nuff foh her.” 

“Times;’ Unc’ Ben an- 
swered cautiously, “has 
changed, Cindy.” 

“Foh de wuss,” Cindy 
commented. “Foh de wuss. 
Pears lak Ah nevah gwine 
dandle Mist’ Rand’s chillun 
on mah knee. Ah tell Mist’ 
Rand dat he done cheat me. 
He say he been cheated, too 
Den Ah knows dey nevah be 
Blaine chillun ag’in on dish 
yere plantation. Nevah!” 

Her voice trailed away as 
she left the kitchen. 

Jerkily, Randolph got to 
his feet. “It was a mis- 

take to come home,” he said aloud wretchedly. . . . 
Lightning unrolled like a pallid red-sheet in the sky. It lifted 

the darkness momentarily; suffused it, rather, with faint light. A 
wind was rattling the leaves and twigs of the live-oaks. Faint 
sounds, but they served to cover the light rapid footsteps on the 
gravel path. When Randolph withdrew his eyes from the dark- 
ness, Fauneil stood on the gallery before him. 

aint 

Nor HE should have been surprised, but he found he was not. 
did it appear that she expected surprise from him, for she 

dispensed with explanation. Silently she seated herself in the chair 
he held for her. He said inconsequentially: “It’s a hot night. We 
don’t have this heat in the North. It will bother me, I imagine, 
until my blood has thinned out.” He laughed softly, half to him- 
self, remembering a phrase of his elders when he was a boy. He 
repeated it aloud: “It’s good for the cotton.” 

She was so still, so silent, that he leaned close to her, and in the 
faint radiance cast of the hall light he searched her face. And as 
he looked, he forgot the reason for his scrutiny, and was con- 
scious only of the tremendous appeal she had for him. It seemed 
to him then that all the will power went out of him; that his 
very bones were fluid; that he inclined toward her as irresistibly 
as a flower to the sun. Her lips parted; her quickened fragrant 
breath was on his cheek. Perhaps if there had been mockery or 
triumph in her eyes, he would have found the strength to draw 
away. Instead there was pain—acute, unmistakable pain. And 
through this she advanced her lips until] they were upon his 

He said thickly in a moment: “I don’t understand, Neeley.” 
She did not answer. He continued to grope for an explanation. 

“Did you feel that you owed that to me?” 
“IT hadn’t thought of it,” she replied. (Please turn to page 72) 
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‘So:Wide sie World 
I know it’s hard to believe. It would have been fine golf 

anyway; and under the circumstances! —What circum- 
stances? Why, he was telling another man to take his wife away, 
when he sank that fifteen-foot putt. 

He was in love with his wife, too. He was very much in love 
with his wife. He told the other man he could take her away— 
and he sank that shot while he did it. 

You remember that yarn I told you when you were here last 
summer? About Doc Lewis doing a mastoid on his grandson 
while a tornado swung the hospital two feet out of square? Well, 
this is something like a sequel. Old Doc Lewis had a scalpel in 
his hand when the twister struck, and he’d had a lifetime’s ex- 
perience handling a scalpel. But Doctor Lewis— 

Old Doc’s son. Puritan City made that distinction. A medical 
degree nowadays is a formidable thing. You don’t address a young 
scientist straight out of his interneship in the most fashionable 
and gadgety hospital in Chicago as “Doc.” It’s too folksy. Then 
too, it prevented confusion. When you were talking about Puri- 
tan City’s two leading medicos, you referred to one of them as 
Doctor Lewis, and the other as plain Doc... . 

Yes, the one that married Janet Harris. You read about it, 
did you? Yes, the same girl I took to the formal our freshman 
year. Twelve years ago, think of it! Yellow hair loose in the 
wind, cornflower-blue eyes, and straight as a die.... Yes, you 
might say a young Diana, though I’d prefer something more 
modern. 

Jan and Jon, eh? So you remember that? Bill Lindley used 
to refer to them as the alpha and omega of romance, didn’t he? 
Well, wait till you hear about it. 

A FIFTEEN-FOOT putt right out there on the seventh green. 

Doctor Sam Lewis married Janet Harris in Waukegan on a 
Sunday afternoon two years ago. The next morning they ate 
breakfast in a little white cottage here in Puritan City, and Sam 
went out to make the calls he’d missed by going to Waukegan 
the day before. It didn’t occur to him to do anything else. 

To Janet, Jon Grier was Vasco da Gama and Leif 
Ericsson and Dick Halliburton, all rolled into one. 
That spring, wherever you saw Jon, you saw Jan. 

Sam Lewis had been out of medical school just long enough to 
serve his interneship. He was as serious-minded a young medico 
as you’d want to call in to prescribe for your maiden aunt. Natu- 
rally, I had carried the story about the wedding in the News the 

Friday before, and I was pretty curious to see Jan Harris. Espe- 
cially, considering the way she and Jon, you know, that last 
spring at the University— 

I called up about noon of that Monday, the day after the wed- 
ding. Jan answered the phone herself. I said: “Howdy, kid; this 
is Kent.” 

She said: “I’m sorry. 
dence?” 

I told her I was calling Doctor Lewis’ residence, and more 

specifically Doctor Lewis’ wife. I told her who I was. 
She choked and -said« “Oh—Kent—Kent—’”’ 
I told her I’d be right out to see her, and I turned the rest of 

the wire news over to the society editor, and headed for the little 
white cottage Doc Lewis had bought them. 

All the way out, I kept thinking about 
the time Jan and two other girls had cut 
their mid-term exams and driven to New 
York and back, taking turns at the wheel, 
just to see, they said, if it was worth while 
for a woman to enter a cross-country race. 

I kept remembering what she said when 
the three of them got back, and I was lec- 
turing her like a Dutch uncle on the folly 
of her ways. We were sitting on the bench 
out by Lincoln Hall, and it was cold as the 
very devil. I told her it was swell to be a 
kid and do crazy things like that, but that 
you had to get over it and develop some 
responsibility before the habit got you, and 
you became just another case of arrested de- 
velopment. 

Were you calling Doctor Lewis’ resi- 
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Jan went to her husband 
and took both his. hands. 
“Sam,” she said chokingly, 

** please—” 
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Jan made a face and said: “Th 
world is too full of responsible peo- 
ple.” 

Then she stopped, and her eyes got 
bright, and she shook her yellow hair 
in the wind. 

“The world,” she said, and she said 
it slowly, looking off across the patch- 
es of dirty snow on the ‘south cam- 
pus, her blue eyes brilliant, excited, 
“I’ve got to see the world, Kent.” 
She took off her glove in the raw 
March wind, and clenched her hand. 
“T’ve got to see the world, Kent,” she 
repeated, shaking her fist at me. “I’ve 
got to see the world, just the way 

some people have got to be lion-tam- 
ers, and others have got to have 
babies. I’ve got to see Babylon and 
Angkor Vat, and Tasmania and Ice- 

land—and hunt tigers in India, and 
watch sampans on the Whang Poo 
Oh, Kent, there’s so much, and I want 
to see it all!” 

I said something;about it being a 
pretty large order for one little girl; 
but I never forgot the brilliant intense 
look in Jan’s blue eyes, or the way she 
shook her bare fist at me—me, the 
symbol of all the male preztorian 
guards of respectability and respon- 
sibility—in the raw March wind 

KNEW that I had seen something 
frantic and imperative there on the 

bench at Lincoln Hall; and so I was 
pleased when Jon Grier showed up the 
next fall, and it became “Jan and Jon” 
all over the campus. Because if ever 
a man was cut out for a globe-trot- 
ter, you remember, we figured Jon 
Grier was the man. An _ honest-to- 
goodness terrestrial tramp. 

Jon’s father was a mining engineer, 
and Jon had been born in Siberia or 
Samoa or somewhere. By the time Jon 
was old enough to walk, he had already 
been more places than most of us will 
ever read about. He used to find fault 
with old Professor Whipple’s anthro- 
pology, you remember; and_ when 
Whipple would ask him sarcastically if 
he had consulted the textbook in the 
matter, Jon would say no, but thate- 

and then go on to tell some story about a Maori ceremonial that knocked 
hell out of Whipple’s diffusion theory. I always wondered why he didn’t 
flunk that anthropology course. 

It was plain to see that Jan worshiped the very ground Jon Grier 
walked on, and had walked on. To Janet Harris, he was Vasco da Gama 
and Leif Ericsson and Balboa and Dick Halliburton all rolled into one, 
You remember he was about fifteen years older than the rest of us. 
He’d interrupted a busy career to finish up a college degree he’d never 
had time for before. 

That last spring, wherever you saw Jon, you saw Jan; and wherever 
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you saw Jan, you saw Jon. During the 
week you stumbled on them in almost 
any out-of-the-way nook, Jan struggling 
manfully with the clicks and gutturals 
of some Kaffir language Jon was teach- 
ing her, or both of them working over 
a map of Australia, measuring distances 

as the crow flies, and translating the 
result into pack-horse days or weeks. 

Saturdays and Sundays they’d be out 
with rucksacks and _ specimen-cases 
climbing around the strip mines over 
near Manville, while Jon explained 
hematite and various forms of feldspar 
and the processes of faulting and ero- 
sion, to Jan. Or else tramping along 
the Sangamon, collecting bugs and bo- 

tanical rarities. 
It was a natural, all right. Jon was 

finishing up his B.S. degree, and then 
going back to Java, where he was 

desired as a consultant on a big rubber 
plantation. After he fixed up the rub- 
ber planters, he had enough offers ahead 
to keep him busy the rest of his life. 
The Russians were after him to help 
them fight rust in the wheatfields and 
a coffee-grower in the Argentine wanted 
Jon to come down there and set up a 
laboratory. 

"[ BEINGS looked rosy for Jan that 
spring. The kid was so passion- 

ately eager for just what the fates had 
wrapped up in a package for her, that 
it almost made you believe in miracles. 
The last time I saw her, about a week 
before graduation, she was _ babbling 
about Jon’s trip to the East Indies. 

I said: “Swell. When’s the cere- 
mony?” 

Jan said: “Silly. We haven’t had 
time to talk about that.” 

I should have seen the whole thing 
then, but I let it pass... . 

So you can understand how sur- 
prised I was six years later when I got 
that piece to run in the News how 
young Doctor Sam Lewis was going 
to marry a Janet Harris of Waukegan, 
and they were going to settle down in 
Puritan City, where Doctor Lewis would 
assist his father, Doc Lewis, in the 
latter’s large and prosperous practice. 

And when she choked up over the phone and said: “Oh—Kent 
—Kent—” 

Doctor Sam was already out on a case, this being, of course, 
only the first day of their honeymoon. Jan was by herself. The 
first thing she asked me was whether there were any others of the 
college crowd in Puritan City. When I told her no, that I was 
the only one of the crop, Jan said: “Thank God. I couldn’t stand 
it if—” 

Six years had made a big difference. The mop of yellow hair 
that had blown in the wind was done up in fashionable manner, 
and the excitement had gone from her blue eyes. They gave me 
a grave, level look; and she said, “But I didn’t know you lived 
in Puritan City, Kent,” in a subdued voice. 

We talked a little while: I could see that the break which 
had brought that choking, “Oh—Kent—Kent—” over the phone 
was repaired. 

And neither of us mentioned Jon Grier. I told her that she’d like 

I could hear the click of Sam’s iron. Then: 
“‘Doctor Lewis, I once did your wife a grave 

injustice. I wish to rectify it.” 

Puritan City as soon as she got 
used to the place, and hoped I 
wasn’t telling a lie, and said we'd 
persuade Doctor Sam to join the 
golf-club. ... 

It was about six months later 
that I began to get the whole 
story. Through some _ minor 
chicanery we persuaded Doctor 
Sam to join the club, and even 
got him to go to one week-end 
dance. After that, though, Sam 
went back to his laboratory, and 
it more or less fell to me to keep 
Jan amused with life. The one 
thing he did go for was golf. He 
was a born golfer, it turned out; 
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but he wouldn’t take time to play very often. 
Jan and I used to go out a couple of times 
a week and shoot a twosome if there wasn’t 
anyone else available; and I got into the 
habit of taking her to the Saturday dances. 
Sometimes Sam would take her himself, 
but that wasn’t very often; and then he 
would usually get called away early in the 
evening; and when the time came to go home 
Jan would ride with me. 

That first summer, about four months aft- 
er they had been married, Puritan City came 
down with a bad typhoid epidemic. There 
were seventy-six cases in the first three days; 
and by the end of the week, eleven of the 
town’s leading citizens, including the mayor 
and the Methodist minister, were dead. The 
next week was worse, and they imported a 
staff of doctors and nurses from Chicago. 
But most of the people in town insisted on 
having the Lewises, old Doc and Doctor Sam 
—and it seemed only natural for Jan to be 
going everywhere with them. She always had 
two thermos bottles, one with boiled water 
and the other with black coffee, and I don’t 
know whether she slept in a bed the whole 
time the epidemic lasted. When the two men 
were so exhausted they could barely get 
around, she chauffeured for them alternately, 
dropping Doctor Sam here, going on to pick 
up Doc Lewis, shuttling back and forth from 
case to case through broiling heat day after 
day, night after night. 
I was too busy getting the News out with 
only a press-boy and a telephone-girl, to 
pay attention to anything except the 
obituary notices; but I'd run into Jan 
here and there, and I couldn’t help 
noticing that the light had come back 
into her blue eyes, and her yellow 
hair blew free in the wind once 
more. 

They were in Africa for a little while, then China 
—and the last I heard, they were in Singapore. 

But the epidemic finally began to ease off; Doctor Sam slept 
sixty hours through a solid week-end and took up his regular 
practice again, and the town slowly woke out of its nightmare and 
counted the tombstones that came through the freight-office. . . . 

The phone in the office rang one morning toward the end when 
the cases were being reported only by twos and threes. It was 
Jan; and when she heard me answer, she said in the same chok- 
ing voice she had used the first time I talked to her in Puritan 
City, “Oh—Kent—Kent—” 

She wouldn’t tell me what the trouble was, and I had visions 
of everything from bubonic plague to the suicide of Doctor Sam. 
When I got there, she had pulled herself together. She didn’t say 
anything—just held out a letter to me. It was from Jon Grier in 
Chicago, and it said that he was in the Middle West on a trip, 
that he had heard about her marriage, and since he was going 
through not far from Puritan City, he would like to stop off and 
see them for a day. That was all. 

HE looked at me for a minute when I’d finished reading the 
letter, her eyes wide and frightened. Then she collapsed in 

a chair and burst out crying. Jan wasn’t the kind that weeps 
easily, and she had the devil of a time. It was bad to watch. 

“Listen,” I told her finally, still standing uneasily with the letter 

in my hand. “Will you get all this out of your system once and 
for all? You've steered clear of it ever since ygu came. Tell me 
the whole thing. It will canker on you if you don’t.” 

She raised her head and looked at me. Then she began telling 
me— 

Telling how that last spring in college had drawn to an end in 
a blur of breathless excitement, field-trips with Jon, plans for his 
trip to Java, warm nights on the south campus while the soft 
prairie wind played in her yellow hair, and Jon pointed out strange 
constellations to her and explained what variable_stars were. 

“And Kent,” she said slowly, hunched up on her knees in the 
chair and looking away from me, far away from me, out the win- 
dow, “Kent, Jon never so much as put his arm around me. He 
never kissed me. Not once during April and May and June.” 
She said the months one by one, as if she marveled at some- 
thing. Then she looked at me, and reached for the letter. “You 
asked me when the ceremony would be, and I laughed at you. 
Remember?” 

I said I remembered. (Please turn to page 65) 



different from East, and that California is very different 
indeed from Massachusetts. 

In California a decisive majority of the people interviewed are 
for Roosevelt, offhand and pronto. Just for instance: 

Box-factory worker in Redding: Will cast first vote in ’36. Will 
cast it for Roosevelt. Roosevelt is for the poor people. 

White-collar worker in San Francisco: Roosevelt is slipping in 
the newspapers, but not among the people he knows. He is for him. 

Clerk in Fresno: “All this talk about Roosevelt slipping is news- 
paper propaganda. I worked nine years right behind this desk 
twelve hours a day every day, and not one day off. The NRA cut 
my day from twelve hours to nine, and gave me one day off a 
week, I’m for Roosevelt.” 

Gardener in Palo Alto in immediate neighborhood of house of 
ex-President Hoover: “I t’ink I like dis udda fella pretty good. 
I been Palo Alto twenty-seven year. Always gardener. Course 
I always had work. But back when times was bad, maybe only 
two-t’ree days week. Now under dis fella I have work alla week 
round, and Sundays if I wanta. You un’stan’ I aint against nobody. 
But I t’ink I like dis other fella better.” 

And a barber-philosopher in Bakersfield put it like this: 
“Those that has a coupla dollars is cussin’ him, and those that is 

workin’ for a livin’ is all for him; so I think he’ll be reélected.” 
But right there’s a big problem. Won’t the business sentiment 

against Roosevelt seep along finally into the minds of the em- 
ployees? Or will it? : 

A clerk near the Golden Gate thinks it will. He says that the 
working people will be intimidated and coérced by the bosses when 
election day comes. On the other-hand, a garage mechanic in the 
oil district-in Southern California says that the big oil-companies 
are always trying to tell their employees how to vote, and that 

V iit The roving Redbook reporters do find out that West is 
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then the employees go and vote the other way, “just out of 
orneryness. 

And plenty of working-people interviewed say something like 
the following: 

“I’m for Roosevelt because he’s stepped on the toes of the big 
fellows.” 

I believe the days of intimidating and coércing employees are 
pretty well over. The thing has to be done now, if at all, by argu- 
ment, which is called propaganda. That’s the way the business 
community in California beat Sinclair for Governor and elected 
Merriam. They spent money propagating argumentation against 
Sinclairism and the Sinclairites. So are there any Sinclairites left 
in California? 

Hordes of them. In fact, our reporter in California gees the 
Sinclairites earnestly on their way toward trying to control 4 
majority of the California Democratic delegation to the next 
Democratic National Convention. Which means quite a job of 
finesse for James Aloysius Farley. 

Mr. Farley has been very nice to Mr. Sinclair. He also has been 
very nice to some of the California Democratic rich. In-what 
degree will he try to temper the Sinclairite wind to the sensitive 
skins of the rich shorn sheep? 

Our reporter interviewed a gentleman who is both a higher-up 
among the Sinclairites, and a higher-up in the California Demo- 
cratic Party. This gentleman said that the Sinclairites wish to 
establish a union of all Democratic factions, but that they would 
tolerate no compromise with the Democratic Bourbons, which I 
think means Tories and Reactionaries and Rugged Individualists. 
All that the Sinclairites demand, I gather, is that they shall lead 
the Democrats of California to the next Democratic National Con- 
vention, and there have the right to do most of the singing 0 
“California, Here We Come.” 
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Slippin 
And just one little thing more: They want to introduce into the 

Democratic National Convention a statesmanlike resolution com- 
Mitting the Democratic Party against “production for profit” and 
in favor of “production for use,” which is a sort of long way of 

ing Socialism. 
But this would hardly be pleasing to Mr. Farley in his private 

pacity of capitalistic merchandiser of building materials. I sur- 
mise, just the same, that Mr. Farley will scorn his private capacity 
aad will dedicate himself to his public duty as National Chairman 

the Democratic Party. What is a little resolution in favor of 
‘Production for use” if a polite entertainment of it for a few min- 
mes will carry California for Roosevelt? I look to see quite an 
ilusion of Californian Sinclairism in next year’s Democratic con- 
fntion oratory. 
The Republicans will gloat. They will say: “Look at that there 

Wemocratic Socialist outfit.” But perhaps they will be so busy 
h their own Californians that their time for gloating will be short. 

California, besides Sinclairites, there are Townsendites. They 
B do not care so much whether there is production for use or pro- 
Miction for profit, provided there are pensions of two hundred 

ars a month for all over sixty. The Townsendites have picnics 
i dances and clubs. They list the people who join the clubs and 
y dues, and they also sometimes list the people who refuse to 
in the clubs and refuse to pay dues. They gain members in the 

unexpected places. A newspaper man in San Francisco said 
our reporter: 
“Who would have thought that they could get into San Fran- 

0? San Francisco is climatically brisk and it is intellectually 
mtd; and it is nothing like that soft-headed tropical decomposition 

they have in Los Angeles. Yet we now have thousands and 
ands of Townsendites in San Francisco.” 

Some commentaries on the climate and mentality of San Fran- 
cisco by citizens of Los Angeles will appear in subsequent issues. 
Here the point is that Townsendite votes look very appetizing to 
the Republican elephant in California. 

Republican Governor Merriam, elected to his office by the con- 
servatives of the State, in reaction against the followers of Sinclair, 
now flies signals of sympathy to the basic motives and the ultimate 
objectives of the followers of Townsend. And the Republican 
county chairman of one of California’s most populous counties 
tells our reporter that he is not for the Townsend plan, but he is 
ardently for the Townsend principle. 

He further tells our reporter that he has been to see Townsend, 
and that Townsend is a fine honest gentleman. He thinks that the 
Townsend principle should be considered carefully by the Re- 
publican Party of California. He thinks indeed that the Republican 
Party of California, at the next Republican National Convention, 
should commend the Townsend principle to careful consideration 
by the Republican Party of the United States. 

He thus raises the happy prospect of Townsendite oratory in the 
next Republican National Convention, to share the Roman candles 
with Sinclairite oratory in the next Democratic National Conven- 
tion. But that prospect will have to reckon with Herbert Hoover. 

Our reporter informs us that he does not find much sentiment in 
California for Hoover for President, but he also informs us that 
Hoover now gets a friendlier reception when he appears in public, 
and that it is not Merriam but Hoover who will probably have the 
allegiance of the next Republican National Convention’s California 
delegates. What will he do with that allegiance? 

Our reporter asked one of his closest associates. He asked him if 
Hoover would be a candidate for the Presidential nomination. This 
associate replied: 

“It’s outrageous to ask that question. (Please turn to page 84) 
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“A perfectly terrible, fright- 
ful thing—if it’s true, Bill,’ 

said Peggy. 

A novel of people who danced—and then were appalled at the price paid the pipet. 

by Arthur Somers Roche 
Tllustrated by John Fulton 



The Story Thus Far: 

"Tree Islip Mackleton,” said Granard to 
Peggy Cartwain. “The short little man 
at the table to the left.” 

“The criminal lawyer! He’s tried two hun- 
dred murder cases—and only one client has gone 
to the chair. He’s defending that man Abbott 
who’s accused of killing that Kelly Panta—what 
is his outrageous name?” 

“Pantadosi. And his brother’s name is 
Murphy Pantadosi. The harp-wop twins. As 
tough a pair as ever terrorized a news-dealer or 
a dry-cleaning establishment. Mackleton got an 
acquittal for his man this afternoon; and as 
usual he’s making the rounds of the night-clubs 
gathering his garlands of praise for it... . But 
I happen to know that Murphy Pantadosi is 
going to try to kill Izzy Mackleton tonight.” 

The faint hint of color on the girl’s smooth 
cheeks drained. “How do you know?” she 
gasped. 

“Don’t ask a newspaper man how he knows 
things.” 

Into the girl’s blue eyes came incredulous 
horror. 

“And you haven’t told him? You're going to 
sit here and let him be murdered?” 

He grinned at her. “No. I’m not going to 
let Izzy be killed. But I owe that little shyster 
something. He crossed: mf on two stories last 
fall. Izzy needs a scare,- But four men are 
trailing Murphy. They’ll jump him in plenty of 
time to save Izzy from everything but hysterics-” 

“But suppose the men don’t stop him?” 
Granard chuckled. “That will be tough on 

Izzy, but a swell thing for the New York bar. 
And—” 

He broke off abruptly. . On the dance floor, 
three yards from Granard’s chair, stood a 
swarthy man; his hand was in his right-hand 
jacket. pocket. As Peggy looked, horror in her 
eyes, Mackleton screamed. The hand, of the 
man on: the. dance-floor came from. its pocket: 
She saw a gleam of metal. Then something dark 
went. by her in a long diving tackle. Granard’s 
shoulder struck the swarthy-man at the hips. 
The would-be murderer. never had a chance. 
Getting possession of the weapon, Granard 
leaped to his feet, dragging his prisoner upright. 
He shook a finger in the convulsed face of the 
swarthy man. 

“Tf you killed Izzy, what lawyer would be left 
to save you from the chair, Murphy?” he asked. 
“You be a good boy and run along home to bed.” 

“Bed!” Mackleton wairbeside Granard now. 
“Jail, you mean.” 

Granard smiled at him. “Then I'll have to 
write the story for the Globe, Izzy. And if I 
write it, I'll have to tell how Izzy Mackleton 
sereamed like a girl, and hid behind a girl. 
Murphy’s a hot-headed boy. He won’t try it 
again. That right, Murphy?” 

Pantadosi’s teeth were chattering. 
through,” he muttered. 

Granard turned back to Mackleton: “Put him 

“The 
it prison, and his cousins will go to bat. If you’re smart, you'll 
kt it ride, Izzy.” 
Mackleton nodded slowly. “I guess you’re right. Thanks a lot, 

Could you drop in to see me tomorrow morning?” 
“Leaving for Montreal on a vacation in the morning. Sorry,” 

Sid Granard. 

“T’m 

41 

“Better go South,” said Mackleton. “I mean it. Thanks again.” 
Granard took Mackleton’s tip that big news was likely to “break” 

in Florida, though he refused the check the lawyer offered next day. 
He also acquired the apparently irrelevant information that one 
Jimmy Trimp, a former bootlegger who had known hard times since 
Repeal, was “in the money” again, and had bought his wife a sable 
coat. 

A day later, after a pleasant trip with a party of friends which 
included not only Helen Gorlande and Shane Kilday but Peggy 
Cartwain also, Granard was established in a bachelor apartment at 
Palm Beach. And that evening strolling alone into the Cabot Club 
he was bespoke by Milly Welton, a former Frivols girl. They 
danced fora time. Then suddenly, as they sat down: 

“Do you see what I see?” she whispered. 
“T see Mrs. Trimp and her husband,” said Granard. 
She shivered. “Bill, you won’t let anything happen to me, will 

you? I’m frightened.” 
He frowned at her. “Of what, Milly?” 
“Of death, Bill—of being murdered.” And she went on to tell 

him that some criminal—a blackmailer, apparently—erroneously 
supposed she knew of his crimes, and had repeatedly called her up 
and warned her to be a good girl—or else! And twice an envelope 
had come to her by mail, containing five hundred-dollar bills and 
marked “For a good girl.” She had confided in her suitor Ralph 
Strather and he, in New York, was trying to trace the messages. 

Next day Milly told Granard of a wire from Strather: “On my 
way to you. I have learned alot. With you in the morning. Con- 
ditions perfect.” 

That meant that Ralph, who was a good amateur pilot, was 
flying to Florida. But the hours passed and he did not appear; 
finally, when it became apparent that some mishap had occurred, 
Granard hired a plane, and with Milly Welton set out northward 
along the coast in search of Ralph. 

They found him presently—on a lonely sandy shore in Georgia, 
sitting in the cockpit of his undamaged plane—shot through the 
head. 

“Ralph,” Milly sobbed. “Ralph—instead of me! 
to help me; so-they-killed him!” - 

Police and detectives did their best, but there was little clew as 
to who had done this.thing. ... Milly went onto New York; 
Granard returned to Florida, A hunch added to certain circum- 
stafices ted-Granard.to suspect that Jimmy Trimp was Concerned 
in the affair; he went, deep-sea fishing with Jimmy and his aid 
Leonard, and tried to sound them, but without much.success. Still 
suspicious, the newspaper man undertook to shadéw Jimmy that 
night. 

Granard trailed him, carefully, cautiously, turning in and out of 
the. alleys and back areas. At last, before a darkened door, the 
blackmailer halted and tapped. It did not open; no response at all, 
as far as Granard could hear, came from it. 
Jimmy went on past it. Granard passed it. 
Then it opened and a light shone out. 
Granard spun about, and the light flashed on him, as he flattened 

himself against the wall. (The story continues in detail: ) 

He was trying 

| be Granard’s eyes the light played—but he managed to make out, 
behind that light, the stocky figure of the morose fisherman of 

the afternoon, Jimmy’s friend “Leonard” of Philadelphia. 
Trimp, who now was behind Granard, stopped and stood still. 
For a moment Granard let himself be satisfied by the stillness 

behind him, which appraised him of the probability that Jimmy 
was not moving off—nor creeping up on him. Granard was keeping 
his eyes on Leonard, and especially on Leonard’s hand which was 
free of the flashlight. 

Money 
“Was that you?” Leonard challenged Granard quietly—too 

quietly. 
“Was that me—what?” Granard returned, as quietly. 
“At the door.” 
“No.” 

“You’re with Jimmy?” Leonard asked. 
Copyright, 1935, by The McCall Company (Redbook Magazine). All rights reserved 
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Granard jerked his head about, gaining a glance at Jimmy which 
told him nothing, however, except that Trimp was there behind him, 

“Is he with you, Jimmy?” Leonard inquired of Trimp. 
“Yes; he’s with me,” Jimmy said. 
“Then come in. Him and you—come in!” Leonard invited, and 

drew back, pushing the door wider open. 
Jimmy, the blackmailer, stepped up. 

ard?” he said. 
Granard followed him through the doorway, and Leonard let 

them pass him, and then came on behind. There was a short 
passage illumined only by the flashlight, which Leonard snapped on 
and off twice during the dozen steps to the inner door. 

At the door, Jimmy halted, and with his hand on the doorknob, 
he looked around. 

“Okay,” Leonard said to him from behind Granard, and im- 
mediately he extinguished his flashlight. The passage was pitch 
dark; and there was no sound but the slight rasp of breathing. 

Granard half turned and put out his hands in the dark, the left 
in the direction of Jimmy, and the right toward Leonard. His 
hands could not save him from a shot; he considered the chances 
of a shot, but he did not expect one. 

If Trimp were not there,—if Leonard had this business alone, —a 
pistol-flash, before now, would have flared in the blackness; or so 
Granard guessed. But Jimmy used his head; a shot made noise 
and spilled blood, which might be inconvenient. A blackjack did 
neither. Granard stood in the dark, slightly crouched, with his 
hands extended at full arms’-length. 

Suddenly the door at the end of the passage flew open, and light 
flooded out. Jimmy Trimp sprang through the doorway and 

“Staying with me, Gran- 

slammed the door behind him, leaving the passage again blind dark. 
In the moment of light, Granard saw Leonard standing just out 

of reach from him. Leonard’s left hand held the flashlight tube; 
his right bulged in his side pocket. A pistol, beyond doubt. 

As Granard moved, Leonard snapped on his light, and they 
looked at each other. Within the house, some farther door 
slammed; then there was silence again. 

“Okay,” Leonard said now to Granard. 
It’s okay by me,” he softly repeated. 

“What are you doing?” Granard asked, as coolly as he could. 

He was aware that they had accomplished the object of their 

maneuver; Jimmy Trimp was away and by himself. Granard 
merely would make himself look foolish, attempting to follow him, 
Jimmy could proceed at his leisure, and without oversight, upon 
his business of this night. 

“What do you mean,” 
“—what’m I doin’?” 

“T mean,” said Granard, “are you sleepy—were you going to bed?” 
“No. I wasn’t goin’ to no bed.” 
“Out there, you asked me in,” Granard reminded him. 

didn’t mean just in here.” 
“You want to come in?” Leonard returned, less amiably. “Ajj 

right, come in,” he said, and he opened the door through which 
Jimmy had disappeared. 

“Go where you want. 

Leonard returned, not unamiably, 

“Vou 

T led into a fair-sized rectangular roem with blinds drawn over 
its windows, and with three doors beyond—one evidently the 

second door which Jimmy had slammed in his exit, one a closet 
door, and the other communicating with a sleeping-perch. There 
was no bed in the room, but many articles of attire—man’s attire, 
exclusively. This was a man’s room. 

Tobacco, a whisky-bottle and cards were on a small table—the 
cards spread in an interrupted game of one of the simpler forms 
of solitaire. There were three large photographs of women—dif- 
ferent girls but of the same type, and in very similar states of 
exposure of their charms. They were all young, but none of them 
was slim. Mr. Leonard evidently liked his ladies well rounded. 



Pal. il 

There was a photograph of a boy, about five years old, in a large 
ornate silver frame. But what distinguished the room was its 
display of articles of masculine attire and adornment. 
A wardrobe trunk stood open but only partly unpacked near the 

center of the room. Granard’s first glance counted four coats on 

its hangers. The closet door, half open, disclosed half a dozen suits 
in a row on the clothes-rail; new, “natty” suitings in tan and brown 
and gray and green. A pearl suit and another of the sort advertised 
jn the north as a “Palm Beach” suit lay on a chair. A shelf showed 
hats—a dozen, at least; there was a rainbow rack of ties; and on 

the floor by the wall, a row of shoes, white and tan-tipped, tan and 
black-tipped, white banded with brown and with black, white with 
scallops and crescents; fifteen or sixteen pairs, altogether. 
Granard could not keep his eyes from running along the line of 

this display. He looked up and met the gaze of their possessor; 
and he surprised a deep flow of uncomfortable color under Leon- 
ard’s swarthy skin. 
He kept his eyes from inspecting the over-tailored, over-form- 

fitted suit which Leonard was wearing; and he did not glance down 
at the man’s shoes, though Leonard now was examining him from 
scarf and shoulder to shoe-tip. It had not occurred to Granard, 
during the fishing expedition of the afternoon, that Jimmy’s morose 

friend Mr. Leonard was a votary of fashion; for the single suit on 
display during the afternoon was limited in its effect. The display 
in this room, however, made full confession; and Granard’s own 
presence, in his ordinary attire, only emphasized to Mr. Leonard 
his own fatuity. 

“IT paid plenty,” the man defended himself sullenly, “plenty— 
plenty for those suits—and the shoes.” 
Granard said nothing. 
“What the hell’s the matter with ’°em?” Leonard challenged. 
“Nothing,” denied Granard. 

“The hell there aint!’ Leonard refused this, his eyes roving 
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again over Granard. “I don’t look like you in none of ’em. What 
did you pay for what you got on, Granard?” 

Granard shook his head. 
“T bet,” offered Leonard, “‘you didn’t lift it above two hundred 

fifty for the suit.” 
“T didn’t,” Granard admitted. 
“Then,” said Leonard, “I paid more than you. The so-and-so 

stuck me. Who’s your tailor, Granard?” 
“He’s in New York,” Granard said. 
“So’s my blankety-blank,” Leonard said with feeling. 

RANARD turned the subject. 
“Your boy?” he inquired of the child in the silver frame. 

“You’re damned shoutin’ he’s mine,” said Leonard with some 
satisfaction. “And he never was nobody’s little accident, neither. 
I always wanted a kid; and I got me one.” 

“That’s good,” said Granard. “Where is he?” 
“That’s my business where he is... . But I'll hand you this: 

I’m heading him for Gorton.” 
“Gorton?” said Granard. 
“The swell school—don’t you know it?” 
“Oh, yes,” Granard admitted, realizing the fellow meant Groton. 

“Where Roosevelt went to see his kid,”’ Leonard further defined 
the institution. “And I read Roosevelt went there himself, too.’ 

“He did,” Granard agreed. 
“So it’s the swell school—aint it? I mean, Roosevelt’s a swell 

too, aint he? He aint just a President. He’s a swell. He never 
was no Lincoln.” 

“No woodchopper,” Granard again agreed. 
“Sure. I read it. He was a swell, if he never got a vote. So 

Gorton’s got to be good, aint it?” 
Granard nodded. “It’s good.” (Please turn to page 108) 
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“life away... How can a girl send to his death a man who has loved her?” 



It’s Lime 
Lite Began. § 

EFORE the taxi stopped, Martha had 
the door open, and the right change, 
including a tip, in her hand. She ran 

across the pavement and into the hotel lob- 
by; she had to wait for an elevator, and 
she frowned with vexation. Jimmy hated 
to come when she wasn’t home. Her 
mother and her mother’s new husband 
were always very nice to him, but he 
hated it. 

She hurried down the corridor and rang 
the bell of the suite, and Jimmy himself 
opened the door. 

“Alone?” she asked. 
“With my own thoughts,” he answered. 

“You’d be surprised to hear them.” 
She flung herself into an armchair and 

pushed her little felt hat off her forehead, 
so that it perched ridiculously on top of her 
head, giving to her lovely olive-skinned face 
the rueful look of a Pierrot. 

“Don’t be harsh!” she said. “I couldn’t 
help it. We had a committee meeting, and 
of course I had to take the minutes. Oh, 
my gosh! Mrs. K. read a report about 
Youth and Leisure. She thinks choral-sing- 
ing might solve many problems. ... Isn’t 
it rather queer to realize, Jimmy, that we 
are Youth?” 

“I’m not. I’m prematurely senile, what 

with one thing and an- 
other.” 

“You’re hungry, poor dar- 
ling!” said Martha. “T’li shake up 
a cocktail. Are you broke, or can 
we go to a place with a tablecloth?” 

“As it happens, I’m rich. A fellow paid 
me back ten dollars today that he borrowed 
a year ago.” 

“There you are! Aren’t I always telling 
you how grand human nature is?” 

“He'll try to borrow fifteen next week,” 
said Jimmy. “Establishing credit, that’s 
all.” 

“You’re a cynic,” said Martha, rising. 
“And a defeatist.” . 

““Jimmy,’’ she said, “‘please 
don’t be tactful. That just— 

makes a gap between us. Do you 
want to live in Mildred’s cottage?” 

She went into the little serving-pantry, 
and selected the bottles she wanted 
from her stepfather’s imposing stock. 
Turning her head, she could see 
Jimmy walking up and down m 
the sitting-room, and she wanted 
to cry. Tail and lean and fair 
haired, very neat in his dark 

suit and blue shirt, with a sort 
of challenging coolness in his 
gray eyes, the suggestion 
of a swagger in his loung- 
ing, curiously graceful 

gait: something 8 
confident about Jim 

my, so self-suffic- 
ing.... She 

came tothe 
door- 



way, with the shaker in her hand, the hat 
still perched ridiculously on top of her 
head. 

a “Jimmy,” she said, “you look like a cow- 
eer boy.” 

?” “Good!” he said. “I'll be among the 
gauchos in a month or so.” 
“What do you mean?” she asked, set- 

ine the shaker on a table and staring at 
m. 
“There’s this rich guy,” he explained. 

“We were in college together. I didn’t 
ntry, know he had the intelligence to appreciate 
inted me—but today he asked me out to lunch, , 
tock. and made a princely offer. He’s had a 
| see hard year, what with a divorce and one of 
n in those alcoholic nervous breakdowns, and 
inted he wants to get away from it all. He’s al- 
fair- feady written one book, about his expe- 
dark fences among the Arabs; and now he wants 
sort to take a look at the equally daring horse- 

in his men of the Argentine and write another 
stion book. He remembered that I used to make 
oung- a hobby of photography, and he’s offered 
ceful te two hundred and fifty a month and all 
; $0 expenses paid to go along with him.” 
jJim- “But—do you want to go?” she asked. 
suffic- “Sure! Who wouldn’t?” 
She “How long—would you be gone, Jim- 

tothe # my?” 
0 OT “About two years is his idea.” 

“Two years!” she repeated, standing very 
Straight, and looking steadily at him. He 
glanced at her, and then looked away, took 
Out a cigarette and lit it. 
© “It’s just about a year ago that we first 

t, isn’t it?” she went on. “And I sup- 
e we've met at least twice a week since 

len. I’m rather sorry—you never told 
how glad you'd be to get away.” 

» He turned back toward her. 
=. You know better than that,” he said 
“turily. 
. 
3 
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“No, I don’t. I don’t take things for 
granted, Jimmy. I’m not one of those nice 
understanding girls. I don’t understand a 
darn’ thing about how you think or how 
you feel—except what you tell me.” 

“There’s one thing you know, all right. 
I’ve told you that I haven’t—enough 
money.” 

“Enough for what?” 
“Martha,” he said in a sort of despair, 

“T don’t want to say anything more. I’m 
not going to say anything more. Not now.” 

“T see! Perhaps when you come back, 
two years later. That’ll make three years. 
That’s—quite a long time.” 

“Yes,” he said, his mouth set stubborn- 
ly. “It’s too long. When I get back, 
you'll wonder why you ever bothered about 
me.” 

“You're not really as humble as that,” 
she said. “You're afraid, that’s all.” 

“You're right I’m afraid.” 
“Of me?” she asked. “Or just of life 

in general?” 
“Maybe it’s myself,” he said. 

ing thirty-five dollars a week now. 
you—” 

“Jimmy!” she said. She stood there 
holding out her arms; she was smiling a 
little, but her dark eyes were brilliant with 
tears. “I’m not afraid of anything. I’m 
going to knock your nice chivalrous atti- 
tude all to pieces. I’m going to say—I 
love you. What are you going to do about 
that?” 

He moistened his lips, and glanced away; 
his mouth was still stubborn. Then sud- 
denly he caught her in his arms, held her 
tight. Her hat fell off onto the floor, and 
she laughed unsteadily, clinging to him. 

“God!” he cried. “I—what can I do?” 
“Just love me—and not be afraid. You’re 

stepping on my hat! Brute!” 
“You can buy another. Dozens more.” 
“You're so darn’ pig-headed. . . . That’s 

what makes me cry... . 

“T’m mak- 
And 

You know I 
haven’t any money—only my salary as 
Mrs. K.’s secretary, and that’s less than 
you make.” 

“You manage pretty well, for a girl with- 
out any money. Here you are, living in a 
de luxe hotel, all the clothes you want—” 

ARTHA freed herself. “Go away, and 
never speak to me again!” she said 

shakily. “But you may as well have your 
drink first. Cheerio!” 

Can’t you stop “Right back -at you! 
crying?” 

She was twenty and in love. She would 

have knocked down anyone suggesting 

that she should wait a year or two. 

by 

Elisabeth Sanxay Holding 

R. F. Schabelitz 

“I’m not even going to try. I’ve got a 
lot of stored-up crying to do.” 

“The way to handle this situation is to 
let you alone,” said Jimmy. “Kindness 
will only make you worse.” 

She sat down on the edge of the table; 
he stood beside her, not touching her, not 
looking at her. 

“If you want it in words,” he said, “I 
love you. That’s been—pretty obvious. 
You know damn’ well how I feel, and why 
I didn’t want to tell you. I can’t marry 
you on what I’m making now. And I’m 
not going to ask you to wait two years.” 

“T’ve been ‘pretty obvious’ myself. I 
don’t want to go anywhere any more. I 
don’t want to see anyone. You've made 
it so that—there’s nothing left but you.” 

E sat down on the table beside her, and 
put his arm around her. 

“T wanted you to -wait,” he said un- 
steadily. “I hoped to God you would. But 
I wouldn’t ask you.” 

“I don’t seem to care much about wait- 
ing two years,” she said, sitting straight and 
wooden. “We’ve both got jobs. There’s 
no reason why we shouldn’t get married 
now. Don’t say we might lose our jobs. 
That could happen to anyone. But if you 
want to wait until everything’s absolutely 
safe, you'll wait—forever. There isn’t any 
safety in life, for anyone. I don’t want it. 
I’m not afraid to take a chance.” 

“You won’t understand! Both our sal- 
aries together wouldn’t be enough. You've 
always had everything—” 

“T haven’t anyfhing,” she said evenly. 
“Not anything—of my own. I live here 
with Mother and Dad—just living in their 
life. I’m twenty. It’s time life began. If 
things go wrong, that’s better than not go- 
ing at all. Suppose we are mistaken—” 

“We’re not mistaken,” he said. “I’m 
not, anyhow. The first time I met you, I 
knew there wasn’t anyone else like you. I 
love you because you've got all the things 
I couldn’t help loving. Because you're 
brave, and gay, and honest, and clever. Be- 
cause you’re beautiful and darling—” 

“Oh, Jimmy!” She leaned back against 
his shoulder, and looked up into his face; 
she smiled, with her dark brows raised, and 
her lips trembling. 

“If you care for me,” he said, “it’s be- 
cause I’m independent. I’ve got a life of 
my own. You don’t know how I’ve stuck 
to that. I’ve felt the same way as-you. 
I didn’t want to see other people. Nothing 



was any good without you. But I did see other people. Time 
after time I wanted to see you—but I went somewhere else. That’s 
the way it’s got to be.” 
“Why shouldn’t it be? 

ing?” 
“T know you wouldn’t.” He kept his voice even and quiet, but 

his hand resting on her shoulder felt heavier. “It’s not that. It’s 
just that we wouldn’t have a chance. Not now, when I haven't any- 
thing.” 

“But Jimmy, J haven’t—” 
“You haven’t any actual money of your own,” he said; “but 

you’ve got the combination to the safe. You can always get 
money, if you want it. If we did live on what we both earned, 
it would be like two kids playing house in a tent. You could al- 
ways run home and get things.” 

She sat up straight. 
“O. K., Jimmy!” she said. “If you’re afraid to marry me be- 

cause my mother’s married a rich man, I haven’t any more argu- 
ments.” 

“Don’t you see yourself—” 
“Nope,” she said. “I don’t. 

easily ruined.” 
He did not answer; he rose and began to walk up and down the 

room again. And it was the first time she had ever seen him at a 
loss. He had always been so quick and cool, so sure of himself. 

“Oh, Jimmy!” she cried, with a sob. “Let’s not care! I’m 
afraid too—afraid of two years without you. Jimmy, let’s just 
hold hands and jump!” 

He stood before her, his head bent; then he looked up and 
smiled. 

“Leap in the dark?” he said. 

Do you think I’d be jealous and exact- 

I don’t think you’d be—quite so 

“God, what a girl! You win.” 

His dinner-jacket was shabby, but he wore it with an air. 
‘“‘In a hotel on Third Avenue,’’ he was saying. ‘‘Fifty 

cents a night. I was leaning out of my window—” 

It was Jimmy’s idea to speak to Martha’s stepfather. 
“Mother can tell him,” said Martha. ‘“He’s a lamb, but of 

course it doesn’t matter a bit what the poor darling says. We'll 
get married anyhow.” 

“I want to tell him myself, in the good old-fashioned way,” 
said Jimmy, and he telephoned to Stephens in his office, and asked 
if he might see him. 

“Certainly, m’boy, certainly!” Stephens 
“Lunch with me today. One fifteen.” 

He was unexpectedly cordial. He took Jimmy to a lunch-club, 
offered him a cocktail, apologized for not taking one himself. 

“Never drink in the middle of the day, m’self,” he said. 
He listened to Jimmy with no appearance of surprise, 
““Martha’s a wonderful girl,” he said. “Character.” 
“I’m making thirty-five dollars a week as assistant editor of a 

trade journal,” said Jimmy doggedly. 
“Yes—” said Stephens. “Yes. Interesting work, I should say.” 
“We want to live on that, and what Martha earns.” 
“Quite right! Very sound! Want to keep your independence.” 

answered heartily. 

ARTHA’S mother showed the same surprising acquiescence. 
“T think you’re just the type fer Martha,” she said. “You're 

so reserved and well-balanced. That’s what Martha needs. She's 
a high-strung little thing.” 

“We'll have very little to live on, Mrs. Stephens.” 
“Martha doesn’t care a bit for money,” said she. 
There was an air of unreality about the whole thing that dis 

turbed him. 
“They don’t realize,” he said. “They don’t know what I’m talk- 

ing abaut.when I say I’m poor. They think there’s some money 
floating about somewhere—at least a couple of thousand in the old 

told he 

City H 
“Dar 

Mony ; 
Just th 
With 

he agre 
“It’s 

anyhow 
forever. 
“But 
“T ha 
“It’s 
“T’m 

Tugged. 
you're s 
Every 
SS 

do what 
“Ther 

pering,”’ 



HF 

i | 

xck. Whereas—d’you realize, Martha, that when we come back 
pm the honeymoon, we'll start at scratch? I’ve got just enough 

for a ten-day trip to Bermuda.” 
“The honeymoon couldn’t be Dutch, Jimmy?” 

'“Not a chance! I want to pay for it, Martha. For ten days 
want to strut around and be the husband and provider.” 
“All right, Jimmy,” she said. “I'll try to admire you.” 
She was a little alarmed by the wedding preparations. She had 

told her mother that she and Jimmy wanted to be married at the 
City Hall, but Mrs. Stephens was too much distressed. 
“Darling, you can’t! We'll have the very simplest little cere- 

Mony at the church, and just a little breakfast here afterward. 
Just the families and a few old friends.” 
With reluctance, Martha told this to Jimmy; and to her surprise 

he agreed with her mother. 
“It’s the only wedding we'll ever have,” he said. “To each other, 

anyhow. If you don’t have a white veil and so on, you'll regret it 
forever. And I think you'll look nice.” 
“But you haven’t got a bridegroom’s outfit, Jimmy.” 
“T have friends,” he said. “Several of them are the right size.” 
“It’s not going to be the way we meant it to be, Jimmy.” 
“I’m glad it’s this way,” he said, “and not quite so darn’— 

Mugged. You're only a kid, Martha. And 
you're so sweet—” 
Every now and then there was this gen- 
ess in him that touched her unbear- 
y. He was so ready to yield to her, to 

do whatever she wanted. 
“There’s no use your starting this pam- 

pering,” she said. 

47 

“Tf I could,” he said, “I’d be the most doting idiot that ever 
lived. I'd like to give you mink coats and diamonds—because I’m 
sorry for you. You're marrying me, and I’m not good enough.” 
“Now I’m crying!” she said. 
“You cry a lot, these days,” he said severely. 
“T’m—quite proud of it. I didn’t know I could.’ 
He dried her eyes, and shook her. 
“You unnerve me,” he said. “Try to remember that I’m fac- 

ing a great ordeal.” 
It grew worse and worse. 

“This wedding is getting completely out of control,” Martha 
told him. “It’s growing like a snowball.” 

“A snowball? It’s an avalanche,” said Jimmy. “Your mother 
keeps on asking me if 
I’m sure there isn’t any- 
one else I want invited 
and touches my pride 
and spurs me on to re- 
member relatives much 
better forgotten.” 

“If you knew what it 
was like to have Alison 
Trane for a bridesmaid!” 
said Martha. “I’m really 
(Please turn to page 96) 



The Man 

They Share 
When a vampire meets a sphinx. 

by Pauline Partridge 

Eric Redgeway 

husband, came in to kiss her good-by. She knew exactly how 
she looked to him as she lay in the big bed among the lacy 

pillows, the peach-colored satin coverlet over her, and the break- 
fast-tray with its array of linen and china propped before her. 
She knew exactly how her soft hair framed her small face, how 
her dark eyelashes shadowed the eyes beneath, so that, if you 
didn’t know, it was impossible to say whether they were gray 
or black. 

She held out a hand to him, and lifted her mouth for a kiss, 
a mouth so warm and red that it said, “Kiss me,” no matter what 
her lips might frame. 

“You look full of purpose, darling,” Enid said, her fingers cling- 
ing to his big hand. “Not a bit like lazy me!” 
Wade laughed, as she knew he would, that little laugh that 

meant he loved her. He sat down on the edge of the bed, crush- 
ing the peach-colored satin coverlet into a heap with his great 
body. Enid gave a little exclamation. 

“Take care, darling! You're tipping over the cream. Catch it. 
That’s right!” 

She took up a square of toast and began to munch it, now and 
then lifting the cup of golden coffee to her lips. You couldn’t be 
kissed if you were eating buttered toast and drinking coffee. It 
was really quite simple, and all a matter of managing. And Wade 
was easily managed. 

“What are you doing today?” he said at last. 
Enid laughed, a little tinkling malicious laugh, that narrowed 

her eyes and tipped up her lips at the corners. 
“You’d never guess,” she said. She poured herself another cup 

of coffee, and dropped in one, two, three lumps of sugar and a bit 
of cream. 

“Greedy!” Wade said, watching. 
get fat.” 

“Perhaps I shall,” she threatened, “if you insist on keeping me 
in all this ease.” 

She lifted her eyes for just one moment, long enough to see 
the love and the longing in his, and let them fall. 

“You haven’t guessed, Wade,” she reminded him. 
“Guessed what?” 
“What I’m doing today.” 
She took another bite of toast, and crunched it noisily, laughing 

at him. 
“All right. I’m the goat,” Wade said good-naturedly. ‘What 

are you doing today?” 

Biss BASSETT was having her breakfast when Wade, her 

“I can’t see why you don’t 

“I’m _ having tea 
with Mrs. Redgeway.”’ 
Enid finished the toast 
and: brushed her fin- 
gers together delicate- 
ly, crushing the little 
napkin between them. 

““Good_ Lord!”’ 
Wade said, and 
laughed. “You've got 
your nerve!” 
“Why?” She knew, 

of course, but she 
wanted him to say it. 

“Do you think she 
doesn’t know that you’ve been vamping her husband for the 
past month?” 

“Wade!” 
“Well, what else do you call it? Even I, the injured husband, 

know it. According to theory, I’m the last one to hear of it. 
And she should be the first.” 

“You're a silly,” Enid Bassett said, “just a great silly!” 
“It’s all nonsense, of course,” he said gravely. “If I thought 

—if it wasn’t—” He broke off. Enid was satisfied. Sometimes 
— was very nice. But most of the time he was—well, just 
W ade. 

“There’s nothing, Wade—nothing,” she assured him, and she 
cuddled against him for just a moment. 
Wade laughed, and dropped his hands. The moment was over. 
“No, I suppose not,” he said. “Only, one thing! Look out 

for that woman, that Mrs. Redgeway. I saw her looking at you 
the other night at the Farnums’. She might put arsenic in yout 
tea.” 

He laughed his big boisterous laugh at his own wit. Then 
he stooped and kissed her again, and ruffled her soft hair with his 
big hand. It was that sort of thing that Enid hated. To bk 
mussed and ruffled. Wade called it “rough-house.” She evet 
hated the word. 

“Ring for Millie,” she said once more, and this time there was 
a sharp note in her voice, for all she tried to keep it gentle 
playful. “And don’t forget we’re going to the Chapmans’ te 
night. I’ve a new frock, and I’m going to be very beautiful!” 

“Phat-is,” Wade called from the doorway, “if you survive Mis 
Redgeway !” 



Enid lingered over her dressing. Millie brought heaps of soft 
perfumed underthings before she was satisfied. Everything must 
be just perfect today—perfect to go with the rest of the day. 
Enid didn’t know when she had been so happy, with that exquisite 
sense of contentment. Everything right with the world. First of 
all, there was herself: She looked at herself in the mirror with 
satisfaction. An ugly little face.... Yes, it was, it was. Her 
mouth was too big, and her chin too pointed, and her nose turned 
up. Eves-so little, it was true, but still it did turn up. 
But there were her eyes, with their long dark lashes, and the 

delicate upspringing arch of the brows above them. And that 
treamy skin without a hint of color. And the fine dark hair, that 
lay smooth and shining about her face. Yes, she was satisfied. 
In the mirror she watched her hand go out toward the huge 
powder-puff. She liked its slimness and the red nails. Too red, 
but she liked them so. Today she liked everything. 
* “T’'ll have my gray dress, Millie, and my chinchilla coat.” 

+ Millie brought them. 
“T shall wear my new white satin tonight.” 

igh and sweet, her speech smartly clipped. 
tle spot on the heel of one of my slippers, Millie. 

See to it, please?” 

Enid’s voice was 
“T think there’s a 

Will you 

LL the way downtown in the car Enid sat staring at the broad 
back of Proctor, and thought about Eric Redgeway. She didn’t 

Want to think about him particularly, but she knew it had to be 
done. Something had to be decided. : 

She remembered the day, the very hour, when Eric Redgeway 
had stepped out of the human background and become an entity 

Wade Bassett 

Enid said to Molly: 
‘“‘Who is that woman 
with the white fur?’’ 
Molly answered: “Eric 
Redgeway’'s wife. 
Didn't you know he 

had one?’’ 

Illustrated by 

Leslie Benson 

to her, an entity to be reckoned 
with. It was at the Wellingtons’ 

studio, just off Washington Square. 
She had dropped in, just for a 
moment, at the close of a win- 
ter’s afternoon. It was snowing 
outside. The glow of the fire, and 
the lazy lounging figures before it, 
had looked very pleasant as she 
came in. 

“Don’t get up! Please!” she 
called. “You're all too simply 
perfect and delightful just as you 
are. I'll find myself a chair, if 
some one will give me tea!” 

“Tea? Really tea?” Phyllis Wellington had cried. “Do you 
mean tea, darling?” 

“Tea!” Enid demanded. 
sugar and a drop of cream.” 

A man nearest the tea-table rose and took the cup from Phyllis. 
“My name is Redgeway,” he said as he came toward her. “I 

shall have to know you better. There are so few—so very few— 
of you left in this bleak world.” 

And he was as good as his word... . 
It had been two months before she had known Eric had a 

wife. It was at one of these big affairs where nobody knows any- 
body else that she had seen a woman standing a little apart from 
the crowd, as detached as if she were alone in the room. She was 
talking to no one, looking at no one; and yet there was a little 
smile playing about her lips as if she were secretly amused. Her 
fine brown hair was drawn quite simply back from her face, and 
she wore no make-up. There were lines, too, about her mouth 
and her eyes, that she took no trouble to hide. But the eyes them- 
selves redeemed her. They would have made her beautiful any- 
where. And besides, she had.distinction. 

Enid, idly moving with the crowd, said to Molly Frothingham: 
“Who is that—no, over there against the wall. The woman in 
the black dress and the white fur?” 

Molly looked, and answered with a laugh. “That? And to 
think you don’t know! That is Viola Redgeway!” 

Enid had caught her lower lip between her teeth. 
“Viola Redgeway! You mean—” 
“Eric Redgeway’s wife. Didn’t you know he had one?” 
“No, I didn’t. I suppose he even (Please turn to page 74) 

“Strong and hot, with one lump of 



“She Luck of the |) 
When bigger and better disturbances are created, 
the heroes of Mr. Wodehouse will create them. 

by P. G. Wodehouse 
I/lustrated by Alan 

The Story Thus Far: 

*Y wee went off to Cannes pretending that you loved me, and a 
week later you had this girl Sue’s name tattooed on your 
chest with a heart round it!” protested Gertrude Butter- 

wick to Monty Bodkin furiously. “And it’s no use trying to deny 
it, because you sent me a snapshot of yourself in a bathing-suit, 
and I had it enlarged; and there it was.” 

He stared at her. And he had, he felt, cause for bewilderment: 
first, this lovely girl had wired him, breaking off their engagement 
without stating any cause. Then she had boarded this good ship 
Atlantic to voyage to America with the English hockey team of 
which she was a member. He had just managed to follow her and 
catch the boat himself to demand an explanation. And now— 

“Listen, old bird,”’ he said gently. 
“T don’t want to listen,” said Gertrude stubbornly, turning away. 
“But you must listen, dash it. You're all wrong on 

a very important point. You have fallen into the 
érror of supposing that name that’s crocheted on my 
wishbone to be a recent growth. It’s not. I had it 
done, like an ass, three years ago—before I had ever 
met you!” 

“Oh?” 
“But it’s true. Three years ago, when scarcely more 

than an unthinking boy, I was engaged to a girl named 
Sue Brown, for about two weeks; and what with one 
thing and another, I went and had her name tattooed 
on my torso with a heart round it. It hurt like the 
dickens and cost much more than you would expect. 
About two weeks later, as I say, the betrothal conked 
out, and I never saw her again.” 

Finally Monty persuaded the dear girl that his af- 
fections were hers alone; and their reconciliation was 
tender. But there were others aboard whose troubles 
were less simple—to wit: 

Ambrose Tennyson, the novelist, on his way to write 
scenarios in Hollywood—and that, as everyone knows, 
is a troublesome job. 

Ivor Llewellyn, the motion-picture magnate, who was 
worried to death because his wife had tricked him into 
smuggling a necklace. 

Mabel Stence, who was Ivor’s sister-in-law and a 
competent osteopath. 
Ambrose Tennyson’s brother Reggie, who was on his 

way to a job in Montreal, and fell in love with Mabel 
when she cured a hang-over for him. 

First, Reggie discovered that the stateroom next his 
was occupied by one Lotus Blossom, an actress now 
engaged to Ambrose, but with whom Reggie had once 
indulged in flirtation. Fearing Ambrose’s jealousy, 
Reggie persuaded Monty Bodkin to change staterooms 
with him. And Monty, to his horror, discovered that 
the lively Lotus had inscribed on the bathroom wall of 
this former suite of Reggie’s: “Hi, baby! Hello there, 
sweetiel’’ And this writing on the wall had been writ- 
ten in indelible scarlet lipstick! Suppose his beloved 
Gertrude should stray into that bathroom? 

But greater peril was to come; for the enterprising 
Miss Lotus Blossom actually invaded Monty’s state- 
room, supposing it still Reggie’s. And when at last 
Monty persuaded her to leave, it was too late—Ger- 
trude was in the corridor without, and saw all! 

Foster 

Meanwhile, a series of circumstances had led the apprehensive 
Mr. Llewellyn to believe Monty Bodkin a Customs spy suspicious 
about the necklace business. And Mr. Llewellyn sought to bribe 
his supposed enemy by offering him a contract as a movie actor, 
Mr. Bodkin, however, realized (as how few of us do!) his limita- 
tions, and declined—a refusal which confirmed Mr. Llewellyn’s 
fears. 

And now, with Gertrude already coldly suspicious, Monty's 
danger increased; for the incalculable Miss Blossom contrived to 
wheedle from the steward Albert Peasemarch, a certain gigantic 
Mickey Mouse which Monty had given to Gertrude, and which 
she (Gertrude) had requested him (Monty) to keep for her. This 
wouldn’t do at all, and Monty was on his way to plead with her 
when the still suspicious Gertrude made him promise never to 
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speak to Miss Blossom again. Desperate, Monty sent 
a note to Miss Blossom by the steward Albert 
Peasemarch requesting the return of the Mickey 
Mouse. But—this is the answer he received: 
Miss Blossom presents her compliments to Mr. Bod- 

kin; and if he wants his mouse, he must go to 

Ikey Llewellyn and sign up with him and get 

him to give poor old Ambrose a contract. 

Miss Blossom in conclusion informs Mr. 

Bodkin that unless he kicks in, she is go- 

ing to parade the promenade deck to- 

morrow with that Mickey Mouse; 

and when Miss Butterwick (ha- 

ha) comes up and says, “Where 

did you get that mouse,” she, 

Miss Blossom, is going to say, 

“Why, tee-hee, Mr. Bod- 
kin gave it to me with 

warm personal re- 

gards.” And if that 
doesn’t make Miss 

Buttersplosh 

kick Mr. Bod- 

kin in the 
slats and 

hand him 

his hat, 

Miss 

“It is quite 
all right, sir,” 

said Albert 
Peasemarch. “I 

met Miss Blossom 
as you instructed.” 

Blossom will be vastly sur- 

prised. P. S. Think on your 
feet, boy! 

Baffled a Monty offered 
Reggie Tennyson two thou- 

sand pounds to steal the Mick- 
ey Mouse from Lotus Blos- 

som’s stateroom; and to assure his 

tool of a clear field, arranged 
through Peasemarch a Gertrude-for- 

bidden meeting with Miss Blossom on 
the boat-deck at ten that night. (The 

story continues in detail: ) 

N a self-centered world it is never easy for 
those in travail to realize that other peo- 

ple have their troubles too, and if anybody had 
informed Albert Peasemarch at this difficult mo- 

ment in his career as a vocalist that his was not 
the severest attack of stage fright on board the 

R. M. S. Atlantic, he would have been amazed and 
incredulous. Yet such was undoubtedly the case. 

The ordeal of waiting for ten o’clock, which we have 
seen afflicting the steward’s nervous system so sorely, 

had not left Monty Bodkin unaffected. At twenty min- 
utes to the hour, he too was all of a twitter. Seated ata 

table in the smokeroom, he gazed before him with unseeing 
eyes. There was whisky and soda before him but such was 

his preoccupation that he had scarcely touched it. 
What was worrying Monty was the very same haunting fear 

which had racked Albert Peasemarch. He was afraid that he was 
going to blow up in his words. 

When Reggie Tennyson had told him that all he had got to do was 
to hold Lottie Blossom in conversation for the space of a quarter of 

an hour on the second-class promenade deck while he, Reggie, 



thoroughly scoured her state- 
room, the task had seemed a 
simple one. He had accepted 
it without tremor. Only now, 
when he contemplated the pos- 
sibility of failure, did he won- 
der what words he could select 
so magical as to keep a girl of 
Lottie’s impatient tempera- 
ment hanging about on a 

drafty deck for a full fifteen 
minutes. It seemed to him 

in this dark hour of self- 
distrust an assignment 
at which the most sil- 
ver-tongued orator 
might well boggle. 
His case, of course, 
was far more deli- 

cate than that of 
Albert Pease- 
march. The lat- 
ter, thanks to 
Gertrude’s kindly 
counsel, had the 

consolation’ of 
knowing that if the 

worst occurred, and he found 
himself unequal to the situa- 
tion, he could always fill in 
with a few “mananas.” No 
such pleasant thought came 

to cheer Monty. Yes, to put 
it in a nutshell, he had no 
mananas. Not only had he 

got to make sense: he had got 
to be interesting. And not 

merely interesting, but absorb- 

ing, gripping, spellbinding. 
As he sat there, quailing at 

the prospect before him, a sol- 
id body suddenly lowered it- 
self into the chair opposite, 
and he perceived that his soli- 
tude had been invaded by Mr. 
Ivor Llewellyn. 

“Join you?” 
wellyn. 

“Oh, right ho,” said Monty, 
though far from cordially. 

“Just want a little chat,” 
said Mr. Llewellyn. 

If there is one quality more 
than another which a man 
must have who wishes to be- 
come president of a large mo- 

tion-picture corporation, it is 
tenacity, that sturdy bulldog 
spirit which refuses to admit 
defeat. This Ivor Lllewellyn 
possessed in large measure. 

Many men in his position, 
up against an obdurate Cus- 
toms spy who had flatly de- 
clined an invitation to play 

ball, would have been com- 
pletely discouraged. And 
that is what for a whole 
afternoon and _ evening, 
Ivor Llewellyn had told 

said Mr. Lle- 

himself. But dinner had wrought a won- 
drous change in his outlook. It had made 
him his old thrustful self again. 

The kindly men who had composed the 
evening’s bill of fare, believing that there 
is nothing like a bite to eat for picking a 

fellow up, had provided five kinds of soup, 
six kinds of fish, and in addition to these 

preliminaries, such attractive items as 
chicken hot-pot, roast veal, ox-tail, pork 
cutlets, mutton chops, sausages, steak, 
haunch of venison, sirloin of beef, rissoles, 
calf’s liver, brawn, York ham, Virginia 
ham, Bradenham ham, salmi of duck and 
boar’s head, followed by eight varieties of 
pudding, a wide choice of cheeses and ice- 
creams, and fruit to fill up the chinks. Mr. 
Llewellyn had not taken them all, but he 
had taken enough of them to send him to 
the smokeroom greatly refreshed and once 

more hopeful. He felt like an optimistic 
python. The thought came to him as he 
passed through the smokeroom door, 
stuffed virtually to the brim, that the rea- 
son for Monty’s refusal to join the Su- 
perba-Llewellyn might quite conceivably be 
that the ambassador sent to sound him had 
bungled his end of the negotiations. What 
was needed was a personal appeal from 
himself. That would put everything right. 

He could hardly have selected a worse 
moment to make it. Already all of a twit- 
ter, Monty, resenting his intrusion, had be- 

come keenly exasperated. Chafing, he took 
out a cigarette and lit it. 

“Beautiful!” said Mr. Llewellyn. 
“Eh?” 
“Beautiful!” repeated Mr. Llewellyn, 

nodding his head in a sort of ecstasy, as 
if somebody had shown him the Grand 
Cation. “The way you lit that cigarette. 
Graceful— easy —deb—whatever-the-word- 
is. Like Leslie Howard.” 

It was not Ivor Llewellyn’s habit to flat- 
ter those whom he was hoping to employ. 
But this was @ special case. 

“T dare say,” he proceeded, continuing 
the policy of applying the salve, “you're 
thinking that it isn’t anything to make a 
song and dance about—simply lighting a 
cigarette. But let me tell you that it’s just 
by those little things that you can tell if a 
fellow’s got real screen sense. There! 
The way you took that drink of whisky. 
Swell! Like Ronald Colman.” 

H® paused to allow these eulogies to 
sink in; he gazed admiringly across 

the table at his gifted young companion; 
and when, doing so, he encountered a glare 
which might have made another man wilt, 
was in no way disconcerted. Even for that 
peevish glare he had a good word to say. 

“Clark Gable makes his eyes act that 
way,” he said, “but not so good.” 

Monty was beginning to experience some 
of the emotions which one may suppose 4 
bashful goldfish to feel. He seemed un- 
able to perform the simplest action with- 
out exciting criticism; that this criticism 

Reggie was doing a sort of As- 
taire pom-pom about the room. 
“Why, Reg-gee!”’ cried Lottie. 
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so far had been uniformly favorable made 
it no better. His nose had begun to tickle, 
but he refrained from scratching it as he 
would have done in happier circumstances, 
feeling that should he do so, Mr. Llewellyn 
would immediately compare his technique 
to that of Schnozzle Durante or such other 
artist as might suggest himself to his lively 
imagination. 
A generous wrath began to surge within 

Monty. He’d had enough, he told himself, 
of all this rot. First Ambrose, then Lotus 
Blossom, and now Ivor Llewellyn! It was 
absolute dashed persecution. 

“Look here,” he said heatedly, “if all 
this is leading up to your asking me to be- 
come a bally motion-picture actor, you 
might just as well cheese it instanter. I 
won’t do it.” 

R. LLEWELLYN’S heart sank a little, 
but he persevered. Even in the face 

of this obduracy, he could not bring himself 
really to believe that there existed a man 
capable of spurning the chance to join the 
Superba-Llewellyn. 
“Now listen—” 
“T won’t listen. I’m sick of the whole 

dashed business. From morning till night 
I do nothing but comb people who want 
me to become a motion-picture actor out 
of my hair. I told Ambrose Tennyson I 
wouldn’t do it. I told Lotus Blossom I 
wouldn’t do it. And now, just when I want 
to devote my whole mind to thinking 
about—to thinking, up you come, and I’ve 
got to stop thinking and tell you I won't 
do it. I’m fed up, I tell you.” 

“Don’t you want,” asked Mr. Llewellyn, 
a quaver in his voice, “to see your name 
up in lights?” 

“No.” 

“Don’t you want to meet Louella Par- 
sons?” 

“No.” 
“Wouldn’t you like to act opposite Mae 

West?” 
“No—I wouldn’t like to act opposite 

Cleopatra.” 
Optimist though eight courses and a 

bottle of champagne had made him, Mr. 
Llewellyn was unable to disguise it from 
himself that he was not gaining ground. 
Then a sudden idea flashed upon him. He 
thought he saw where the trouble lay. 

“T’ve got it now,” he exclaimed. “Now 
I see the whole thing: It’s the idea of act- 
ing you don’t like. Well, come and do 
something else. How would you feel about 
being a production expert?” 

“What’s the sense of asking me to be a 
production expert, Llewellyn? I wouldn’t 
know enough.” 

“It aint possible not to know enough to 
be a production expert,” said Mr. Llewel- 
lyn, and was about to drive home this pro- 
found truth by adding that his wife’s 
brother George was one, when Monty, who 
had just looked at his watch, uttered a 
sharp cry and leaped from his seat. So 
absorbing had been the other’s conversa- 
tion that he had not remarked the passage 
of time. The hands of the watch stood 
perilously near the hour of ten. 

“T’ve got to rush. Good night.” 
“Hey, wait.” 
“I can’t wait.” 
“Well, listen,” said Mr. Llewellyn, per- 

ceiving that no words of his could hold 
this wild thing, 
you? ning ap about, it whe you've got 

bat you eyet de 

“Just. chew -it over, a, 
isbep had (Please - 

» Sel, tik “phys. > urp to page 109) »» 
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ing ball with me, let me know and we'll 
get together.” 

Despite his agitation, Monty could not 
help being a little touched. Rather charm- 
ing, he felt, that this rugged man of af- 
fairs, who might have been expected after 
years of struggle with ruthless competi- 
tors to become hardened and blasé, should 
so have preserved the heart of a child as 
to yearn to play ball with people. He 
paused and regarded Mr. Llewellyn with a 
kindlier eye. 

“Oh, rather! 
“That’s good.” 
“I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if I didn’t 

want to play ball one of these days.” 
“Fine.” 
“We'll take it up later, what, when 

I’ve more time. For the moment,” 
said Monty, “pip-pip. I must be 
pushing.” 

He left the smokeroom and 
set a course for the other end 
of the vessel. And such was 
the speed with which he 
leaped from point to point, 
that a mere minute sufficed 
to put him on the dimly lit 
promenade deck of the second 
class. Looking about and find- 
ing it empty, he was relieved. 
Lottie Blossom had not yet 
arrived at the tryst. 
He lit a cigarette, and be- 

gan to muse upon the coming 

interview. But once more his 
thoughts were diverted before he 
could really get the machinery 
going properly. Strains of music 
fell upon his ear. 

There appeared to be a binge 
of some sort in progress hard 
by. A piano was tinkling, and 
a moment later there burst 
into song a voice in its essen- 
tials not unlike that of the 
ship’s foghorn. The painful 
affair continued for some lit- 
tle time: Then the voice 
ceased, and tumultuous ap- 
plause broke out from an un- 
seen audience. 

But though the song was 
ended, the melody lingered 
on. This was due to the fact 
that Monty was humming 
it under his breath. For 
this was a song he knew, 
a song which he him- 
self had frequently ren- 
dered, a song which 
evoked tender mem- 

I will.” 

ories—none other, 
in fact, than the 
“Bandolero.” 

His bosom swelled 
with emotion. From 
the days of his 
freshman year at 
the university he 
had always been 
a Bandolero ad- 
dict—one of the 
major problems 
confronting his lit- 
tle circle of friends 
being that of how 
to keep bine from 
singing it; but re- 
cenftythe num- 
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sg was a mystery—the way the theater-ticket had come to her. 
It had just been slipped into a typewritten envelope, addressed 

to “Mrs. Effie Mardles, 111 Vine St., Brooklyn, New York ;” 
and there had been no name or message on the blank sheet ef pa- 
oq Such a thing had never happened to her before in her whole 
ife. 
Of course she went two or three afternoons a week to see the 

picture at the Ideal, on the block next her home, and usually she 
stopped in afterward at the 
corner drug-store for a marsh- 
mallow sundae. But here she 
was this Saturday in the 
fourth row of the orchestra 
at a matinée of “Young 

Love’’—the play that was one 
of the hits of the autumn on 
Broadway; and still she didn’t 
know the name of the per- 
son who had paid the two 
dollars and twenty cents for 
her seat. 

She had not told Hattie a 
word about the adventure. 
Luckily her long coat hid the fact that she was wearing her new 
blue taffeta when she left home, and she had waited until she got 
to the ladies’ room at the theater before adding her rouge and 
lipstick and pinning on the roses she had bought in the subway. 
Then she had got her rings and bracelet from her bag, and 
changed to her cleaned pair of white gloves; and just as the cur- 
tain was going up she had made an effective, stately entrance. 

It had all been carefully thought out. 
For last night, lying awake in her stuffy little bedroom, Mrs. 

Mardles had suddenly hit upon an explanation of why the ticket 
had been sent to her anonymously. It was a romantic explana- 
tion, of the sort Hattie would laugh at. But Hattie, as her plain 
sister, had always been jealous of her, and never lost an opportu- 
nity of reminding her now that she was stout, forty-four and the 
mother of Mildred. Well, for all that, what Hattie didn’t realize 
was that the soft, feminine type of woman might still be sought 
after, even when she had no conventional ways of meeting gentlemen, 
no place to receive them if they asked to call, and no money to 
spend on dress. 

In short, the explanation Mrs. Effie Mardles had evolved for 
herself while staring at the midnight ceiling was that the ticket 
had been sent to her by the man who had picked up her glove that 
day in the drug-store. She had seen at the time that he was at- 
tracted. Now she was sure of it. But he had been tactful enough 
to devise a way of meeting her that would not arouse neighbor- 
hood gossip. The fact that the aisle seat next her own was va- 
cant this afternoon entrenched her firmly in her belief. 

All through the first act, though inwardly nervous, her manner 
was statuesque and elegant. She kept her large blue eyes fixed 
on the stage, and she was careful not to look around whenever a 
man’s step sounded in the aisle. At such times she pursed her 
small mouth haughtily and sat rigid, while the overstuffed pearls 
dangling from her ears shook to the excited drumming of her 
heart-beats. 

Waiting for him to come, she planned the first move that she 
would make. She would drop her program, or her little chiffon 
handkerchief embroidered with rosebuds; and when he picked it 
up and handed it back to her they would drift naturally into talk. 
Almost at once she was going to say that her husband used to 
be acquainted with a famous New York dramatic critic who, 
knowing she was alone now (pause) often mailed her a ticket for 
a Saturday matinée. So anyone would understand from this re- 
mark that she had supposed af course— Otherwise! 

However, in no time at all, the first act was over and the seat 
beside her remained vacant. He would probably slip into it dur- 
ing the entr’acte. She had planned a lot of interesting things she 
meant to say this afternoon—when he came. Just a few things 
about herself. It would be such a relief to have some one to 
talk to, some one who was understanding, simpdtico—a man friend! 
She had never had one. But she could visualize him perfectly as 
she sat here alone. He would be tall, grave, distinguished, one 
silver lock in his raven hair; and he would lean toward her pro- 
tectingly while he listened—a man with an interesting history of 
his own, as every woman in the theater would be able to see at a 
glance. Just like the man in the drug-store. 

She wondered how she had been lucky enough to meet her ideal. 
Nowadays, with Hattie’s sharp eyes to keep watch, and Hattie’s 
sharp tongue to comment, her life was that of a prisoner under 
guard. And before that she had had no real life of her own, be- 

cause there had been her little girl to think of. She had made a 
slave of herself for Mildred. 
How many mothers could have brought up a child on such in- 

adequate alimony? Month after month Ed had been behind with 
his payments, and she had walked the floor, knowing that he didn’t 
mind giving her that racking anxiety. Then finally he had got 
pneumonia, and died—on purpose, it seemed, because he realized 
widowhood would be more difficult for her. 

Waiting for him to 
come, she planned the 
first move she would make. 

But fortunately by that time Mildred had been old enough to 
get a job in a department-store, and Hattie had come to live with 
them and contribute her tiny income. They had all managed, 
somehow, in a smaller apartment, in a terrible neighborhood and 
without even a colored girl to come in to do the cleaning. But 
she didn’t know how she had endured such cramped quarters, with 
only one bedroom, so that Hattie and Mildred had to sleep on 
couches in the living-room and hang some of their things in her 
closet. The arrangement about the bedroom was natural enough, 
because she had to spend so many daytime hours lying down—on 
account of her heart. The doctors had warned her. She must 
spare herself as much as possible. They didn’t know these attacks 
were often brought on by the unforgivable things Hattie said! 

NN so as wp 



Then for a while Jast year—as if she didn’t have enough to bear, 
anyway—Mildred had taken into her head the notion of getting 
married and setting up a home of her own. Of course such a thing 
was not to be thought of. Not for years and years, anyway, un- 
til the girl had met a man who was older, who would be a help 
to the family as a son-in-law. Wasn't she still Mildred’s mother? 
She had put her foot down, refused to listen to any argument. 
She knew what early marriages were. She had married at seven- 

Illustrated 
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William Reusswig 

‘Married this after- 
noon in her own home— 

as any girl has a right to be.”” 

teen herself, and didn’t her life-experience prove the folly of that? 
They needn’t try to talk her over. Hattie, underneath her shrew- 
ish manner, was nothing but a sentimental old maid who imagined 
love was everything—just because she had missed it; and Mildred 
was a baby still and thought of no one but herself. 

She had actually brought the boy home to dinner the night her 
mother had had one of her very worst attacks. It had proved 
Severe enough to frighten all of them, and that was when the doc- 
tor had told her she mustn’t work herself up so. Even Mildred 
had seen the danger of such crises; and the stammering young 
man, Fred Somebody-or-other, had never been invited to come back. 

But at the thought of herself eventually sitting by the window 
of a suburban guest-room, unwanted, neglected, a mother-in-law, 
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Effie Mardles’ tears crept down her cheeks! She, who could 
have been the center of a brilliant throng, whom men had thought 
up fantastic ways of meeting for a rendezvous! She was con- 
vinced that the tall dark man would have been here beside her 
right now except that at the last minute he had probably been de- 
tained at the office. 

She dabbed at her eyes and glanced toward the stage. The play 
was still going on. But having missed the first two acts, there 

wasn’t much sense in trying 

to understand what was hap- 
pening in the third. Besides, 
no one knew she had come to 
the matinée. So she wouldn’t 
have to talk about it after- 
ward. She slumped down 
more comfortably inside her 
corset, loosened her pumps at 
the heel, put her hat, gloves 

and bag in the vacant seat. 
She began to play with her 
bracelet. 

Her hand on the chair-arm 
was small and white, with 

She could imagine a baritone voice murmuring: 
“Everything about you is dainty, exquisite. I want this little hand 
always to keep its pampered look!” Pampered! She had had a 
harder life than any other woman she knew. Hers was the tragedy 
of being cheated out of everything she had a right to. A young, 
sheltered “home girl,” she had married the wrong man just because 
he was the first who had asked her; whereas, if she had waited,— 
pretty as she was!—she would have had ever so many better 
chances. But her fate had been to marry Ed; and Ed had turned 
out to be nothing at all. She remembered him now only as a mild, 
infuriating voice, “Don’t, Effie!” “Effie, please}” whenever, in the 
old days, the realization of how she had thrown'herself away over- 
came her and brought on one of her crying fits. Well, as it turned 
out, she might better have let Hattie keep him—Hattie had wanted 
him badly enough! 

dimpled knuckles. 

‘TH sudden outburst of applause around her was startling. 
Surely the play couldn’t be over—there must be another act! 

She groped for her program. But no—the curtain was going up 
and down; the actors were taking their bows strung out in a line 
across the stage; people were getting into their wraps. 

She pulled on her black velvet béret and winked back her tears 
while she bravely readjusted the roses on the lapel of her coat. 
The afternoon was ending, as so many other afternoons had ended 
for her, with a flat return to reality. She would have to walk 
through the foyer alone, when she had expected to have a tall, 
distinguished man at her side, bending on her a pleading glance. 
“When can I—when may I see you again?” 

She had wondered if she would dare. to stop in with him some- 
where for tea, and on the way over from Brooklyn she had de- 
cided to risk it. But she saw now there would not have been 
time, because she liked to be settled in her rocking-chair by the 
window at home before Mildred got back from the store. It 
saved answering questions... . 

In the subway, looking about her discontentedly, she spied a 
woman wearing a scarf of gray fur. Staring at it through the 
last of her tears, it occurred to her that she would get one of her 
own just like it. She had to make up to herself in some way for 
her disappointment. It was her habit to give herself little treats, 
little presents, when life became unendurable. And she had a se- 
cret fund for this purpose. It was two thousand dollars Ed’s father 
had left her—surprisingly—for Mildred’s education. But Mildred 
had been earning her own money by that time, so there had been 
no need to say amything about the legacy. More than half of it 
was still left. 

Hurrying home now through the twilight, Mrs. Mardles prom- 
ised herself a silver fox scarf “as a present.” She would take a 
month, perhaps, to select it, to get exactly what she wanted. That 
would mean going to New York every week by herself and hav- 
ing little lunches. It would be a real amusement for her lonely 
autumn; and then, when she had finally made up her mind, she 
still needn’t tell Hattie and Mildred how much she paid for it. 
She would just pretend she had bought it for five dollars from one 
of those men who sell imitations on the street. 

As she turned im at her own doorway, she thought a woman 
lingering in the hall looked at her queerly. But she brushed past 
to the stairs and climbed the two flights, remembering to drop her 
rings and bracelet into her bag before fishing ait ber latchkey. 
Hattie would be in the kitchen getting (Please turn to page 119) 



56 

Weak Sister 
The story of a boy who was too beautiful for his own good. 

by Klisie 
Illustrated by Carl 

ness, tied in a knot so deftly fashioned by maternal egotism 
that he never realized it existed; so strong that only the 

grim reaper’s scythe could have severed it. When she died, he was 
twenty-one, penniless, helpless and alone, as unprepared for life 
as his mother had_been for his entrance into it.... She had 
passed endless pre-natal hours praying for a girl. 

In the drowsy little Arizona town where he wandered disconso- 
lately through the sun-drenched streets, he was discussed more 
than the drought. 

“What will Wally Johnston do without his mother?” From lip 
to lip the question leaped. In sewing-circle, pool-parlor, drug- 
store and on street-corners as he passed, the same question was 
whispered: 

“What will he do without her?” 
“Better than he did with her. She made him a perfect sissy!” 
“How will he live? He can’t do anything!” 
“Poor woman spent every cent she could earn on piano-lessons 

for him!” 
“You can’t eat the ‘Moonlight Sonata’!” 
“But he is so handsome—that profile, those eyes like violets, 

and that perfectly grand curly hair!” the younger girls sighed. 
“Looks like a girl, just a weak sis- 

ter!” the younger boys answered. 
“T dread to think what’s going to 

happen to Wally Johnston,” Mrs. 
Stebbins, super-cat of the community, 
purred and licked her thin lips in an- 
ticipation. 

Meanwhile it was happening! 
Approximately four miles from 

Mrs. Stebbins’ front parlor where the 
Ladies Aid Society was discussing Wal- 
ly Johnston’s future, Destiny, tongue 
in cheek, was standing on a hill look- 
ing over the town and talking to the 
young man in question. Destiny, dis- 
guised for the moment as Mitch Leth- 
bridge, ace director of Climax Films, 
Inc., was ostensibly looking at the 
landscape, but his camera-like eye con- 
trived to make Wally Johnston part of 
it. The boy—leaning against a tree 
which formed a perfect background 
for the blond tousled head, well set on 
a Greek god’s throat, skin showing 
white through the wide opening of an 
old khaki shirt—made Lethbridge 
think of sculpture by Rodin, or the 
Ziegfeld Follies, or both. He wanted 
to yell: “Close-up! Set up the cam- 
eras... . What a head!” he thought. 
“If there’s anything in it!” 

“Do you live here?” he said sud- 
denly to Wally. 

The boy- did not change his posi- 
tion or expression. “Yes, I was born 
here,” he answered. 

IS mother’s apron-strings had been of an unbelievable short- 

**Your best enemy couldn’t think of you 
as a cradie-snatcher,’’ Lethbridge said. 

Janis 
Mueller 

Damn it! The voice was too high, and he sounded his s’s. 
Lethbridge turned abruptly away, scanning the surrounding coun- 
try. “Do you know whether this location right around here has 
ever been shot or not?” He spoke without looking at the boy who 
walked slowly to his side. 
“How do you mean, shot?” Wally asked gently. 
“Shot, by a camera, for the talkies—er—movies.” Lethbridge 

was impatient under the scrutiny of Wally Johnston’s eyes—“like 
violets!” He turned to the landscape again. Wally moved closer, 

“There has never been a picture-company here, or I would have 
known. I love the pictures, and my mother adored them,” he said. 

Lethbridge turned to see a transformation. The boy’s face was 
flushed; his eyes had brightened; he was smiling. Lethbridge had 
never seen such a smile in any tooth-paste advertisement. (“Beau- 
tiful is the word,” he thought; then: “Hell! I must be getting 
soft in my old age!’’) 

“Well,” he said briskly, “you’ll be able to see one made. We're 
* coming hére on location. My assistant and some others have gone 

down to see if the river is deep enough for a few drowning scenes. 
Here they come now.” Lethbridge signaled to the men in a car at 
the foot of the hill. “Stay there! Coming down.” 
“When will you start?” The boy’s voice was trembling. 

“Two or three days. Want a lift 
back to town?” 

They started down the hill. Leth- 
bridge found himself stealing glances 
at the boy’s profile. It was flawless. 
And he moved well, a little too well 
for a man, perhaps. 

“What’s your name?” he said as 
they approached the car. 

“Walter Johnston. Most people 
call me Wally.” The kid was blush- 
ing. 

“He’d stop the traffic in Hollywood!” 
Lethbridge thought. They were be- 
side the open touring-car. “Pull up 
one of those extra seats, Mac! This 
is Wally Johnston. Get in, lad.” Leth- 
bridge climbed in beside the driver 
and turned to the boy. “These are the 
guys who really make the picture, 
Wally—Mac Thompson, my assistant; 
Cary Wallace, my camera-wizard; and 
Jerry Williams, who does his work for 
him.” The three men greeted the boy 
pleasantly and eyed him with inter- 
est. “Incidentally, my name is Mitch 
Lethbridge,” the director added. 

The boy’s eyes widened. “Oh, Mr. 
Lethbridge, I love your pictures. I 
saw ‘Singing Stars’ three times.” 

There was an embarrassing pause. 
The three men exchanged winks. 

During the ride to town few words 
were spoken. In the back seat the three 
men chuckled quietly. Once the boy 
spoke to Lethbridge: 



‘Please, Mitch!’ Wally cried frantically, as the bullet struck him. 

“Could I be around while you—er—shoot?” he said. 
“Sure you can. Maybe we'll find a job for you. Can you ride?” 
“No sir, but I'll try.” His eagerness was pathetic. 
Lethbridge smiled. “That’s the spirit! You keep in touch with 

me. Where do you live?” 
“You can let me out here. I’m quite near home.” 
The car stopped, and he jumped out with the ease and grace of 

adancer. “Thanks so much, and I'll be around to see you!” He 
stood by the curb until the car was out of sight... . 
Mitch Lethbridge was a phenomenon of the picture industry, one 

timany. Starting as a property-boy, he systematically and succes- 
Sively pulled the chairs from under the holders of practically every 
job in the studios. During ten unscrupulously active years he be- 
fame, in turn, script-boy, cutter, actor, scenario-writer and finally 
sistant to one of the greatest directors, whose particular chair he 
Watched jealously for two years before the director, work-weary 
ind out of ideas, decided to travel a bit. He returned to find Leth- 
bridge not only occupying his directorial throne, but too comfort- 
ible to rise and welceme him home. At thirty-eight Lethbridge had 
féven “four-star” pictures to his credit. Between pictures he took 
® drinking, with a broad and sweeping gesture. Among. the 
SWeepings could be found a little of everything, but-once back on the 

, Lethbridge was a good-looking, clear-thinking Irishman who 
w what he wanted. He got it if he had to step over several 
ies to do so. “As hard-boiled as a picnic egg!” men said. 

Carstairs, helpless, looked dumbly at Lethbridge. 

The girl who had married Mitch the property-boy, and divorced 
Lethbridge, the assistant director, knew that he was Peter Pan 
made up for Simon Legree. It was said that he could make a 
show-window dummy act, and the fact was proven by the appear- 
ance of at least one Lethbridge-made star annually. 

O his associates, he was “just a pal” up to a point. That point 
was reached and passed in the car between the time it deposited 

Wally Johnston on a corner and dréw up-in front of the hotel 
“Good-by, sweetie; I'll be seein’ you, I’m afraid,” Cary Wallace 

said in.a womanish voice as the car pulled away from the boy. 
Thompson and Jerry Williams roared; Lethbridge was silent 

“Something new for you, Chief—letting us find the location 

while you gather flowers.” Mac Thompson leaned forward and 
tapped Lethbridge’s broad back lightly. 

“Well, the river is plenty deep for drowning!” Jerry Williams 
raised his. voice a tone as he added: “And flowers can’t swim!” 

Lethbridge turned quickly. “That'll be enough of that! Get 
me?” And no one spoke again until they reached the hotel 
Two weeks later Wally Johnston was still the talk of the town 

and the envy of most of it. He was leaving for Hollywood to enter 
the talkies, by just what route no one knew, least of all the boy him 
self. He had proved himself invaluable to Mitch Lethbridge. He 
knew every inch of the country, and had been able to guide the 
director to any kind of “shot” he wanted, even suggesting some 
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that delighted the blasé camera-men, who 
kidded the boy unmercifully. He remained 
gentle-voiced and shy, but it soon became 
apparent that he could not be kidded too 
often with any degree of safety. His tem- 
per was slow, but exceedingly sure. 

His quiet unostentatious courage was 
what surprised and pleased Mitch Leth- 
bridge. When thdy wanted some one to 
“stand in” for the drowning scenes while 
the cameras lined up, it was Wally who, in 
an improvised loin-cloth of gunnysack, slid 
into the river while the others were arguing 
about who would do it. He spent half an 
hour “drowning” until the camera-men, 
satisfied with their set-up, yelled: “O. K. 
Come out, kid!” He told no one of the 
agony he experienced in a Western saddle 
with which he could make no enduring con- 
tact for at least three days. When the 

hero of “Sandstorm” stood outside the ranch-house and was moved as near 
to tears as any hero could be moved by the heroine’s exquisite piano-playing, 
it was Wally and his “Moonlight Sonata” that did the moving. 

So, as the train pulled out of the rackety station, all the street-corner critics 
who had suddenly become Wally’s pals stood waving their glad hands. 

N the semi-darkness of the projection-room, where Mitch Lethbridge and 
a few of the many heads of Climax Films, Inc., were looking at Wally John- 

ston’s first “talkie” test, the crimson that flooded Lethbridge’s face when Abe 
Clearstone spoke could not be seen. 

“Vell, Meetch,”—Clearstone’s sarcasm cut the cigar-smoke—*“it would 
* take you to find desert flowers out of season. He sounds like Betty Boop.” 

Lethbridge’s famed sense of humor was missing. “He’s only twenty-one. 
Give him a break,” he said. 

“You give him a break, but not with Climax’s money.” Clearstone rose. 
“Come on. Ve’re supposed to be makin’ peectures in dees joint.” 

Lethbridge didn’t join in the general uprising. ‘“You’re supposed to be mak- 
ing them, but I do it. What do the rest of you guys think of him?” 

There was the usual silence that followed any request to disagree with Abé 
Clearstone. Blink Watson broke it; he was the publicity-man and not afraid 
of breaking things. “Well, he certainly is a swell-looking egg!” 

“Too much egg and not enough ham,” Herman Levy, late of the cloak-and- 
suit industry, contributed. 

“T think he has possibilities.” Willie Jenkins, the sound-expert, was taking 
a chance. 

Clearstone turned on him. ‘“Possibeelities is right, but we're not running a 
dressshop. Eef dat bird’s star-stuff, I’m a—” 

“You’re one anyway,” Lethbridge barked. “I’m signing him up myself, 
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and in six months I’ll sell him back to you for heavy dough! All 
he needs is to meet some dames and cut his wisdom-teeth.” 

“And shed his vings. It’s your funeral, Meetch.” Clearstone 
shrugged his fat shoulders. “But don’t esk me to be a pallbearer!” 

“You'll be walking behind, kicking yourself.” Lethbridge picked 
up the phone. “Put on the Carstairs rushes,” he said to the op- 
erator in the booth above his head. 

OAN CARSTAIRS was Climax’s best bet. She was also the girl 
of the moment on the seesaw of Lethbridge’s emotions. Never 

too efficient as a telephone operator in the downtown hotel where he 
found her, Joan Carstairs had followed Lethbridge blindly up the 
bean-stalk of fame, listening to every word of direction, to his 
advice on clothes, behavior, friends, haircuts and investments. 
When the public agreed that he had fashioned a masterpiece, Mitch 
Lethbridge decided to add it to his own collection and proceeded 
to fall as deeply in love as he was capable of falling, with her. 

The studio had watched him fall for and walk out on several of 
his finds. Everyone knew that. when Lethbridge reached the stage 
of personal monopoly, the girl was called briefly and gruffly by her 
‘last name. The other starlets might be Mary, Clara, Sue; but 
when he said “Put on the Carstairs rushes,” he was speaking of 
the woman of importance. 
No one looking at the scenes he had “shot” the day before could 

deny that Carstairs was important. Tall, slim, perfectly made ac- 
cording to the 1935 model, her shimmering black hair, demi-bobbed, 
waved back naturally above real and unphicked eyebrows. Her 
eyelashes, permanent and long, curtained enormous gray eyes. 
They could register “Come hither,” or “Get to hell out,” with 
equal facility. To realize that her low vibrant voice was the same 
one which had once squeaked inadequately, “Ginger-ale and ice to 
Room Four-three-one,” was impossible for anyone but Lethbridge. 

“Vat a chassis dat girl’s got!” Clearstone’s hand trembled as he 
relit his cigar. 

“Chassis, my eye; she’s got lots more than that.” 
“There’s something in her voice that slays me!” 
“That’s a swell scene, Mitch.” 
Their voices jangled. Lethbridge smiled as the lights were 

switched on. “We'll use the second take, Mac.” He walked to 

Carstairs stretched her lovely 
length on the divan. ‘“‘My 
face is simply on fire!’’ she 
said. ‘Feel!’ Wally leaned 

over her slowly. 
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the door. “I’m going to try Wally Johnston in the brother’s part, 
Abe. At my own expense,” he added and left the room. 

One by one the heads of different departments filed out in si- 
lence. .They all knew that the best head in the studio was at- 
tached solidly to Lethbridge’s broad shoulders. When that head 
got an idea in it, nothing short of dynamite would budge it. Clear- 
stone bit the end of another bad cigar. “Vell, dat’s dat!” he said. 
The meeting was ended. . . . 

For an hour Lethbridge had been rehearsing the boy, prepar- 
ing him for a scene with Joan Carstairs. Since the showing of 
Wally’s test, Lethbridge had accomplished wonders. The few mo- 
ments he was able to spend hearing the boy read lines, pointing 
them, explaining the thought behind them, had produced great 
results. The kid voice was rapidly giving way in favor of the man 
quality. Now he was ready to meet for the first time and play 
an important bit with the star. 

They ran through it again. “O. K. Send for Carstairs.” Leth- 
bridge patted Wally on the back. “That’s the best you've done 
yet, my boy! And whatever you’ve been holding out on me in 
emotions, Carstairs will drag up.” Again Mitch Lethbridge was 
right. 

Wally had seen and admired Carstairs on the screen, but when it 
came to throwing his arms around her, saying, “Sis, darling, you 
know I love you more than anything in the world,” and when it 
came to having Carstairs drape her “swell chassis” against him, 
kissing his eyes, lips and shining golden hair, murmuring, “My 
baby, my little baby brother!” Wally Johnston of Arizona became 
just a guy holding.a beautiful woman in his arms and feeling like 
anything in the world but a baby brother. Admitting that Carstairs 
knew her art when Lethbridge directed it, it- required more than 
technique to inject big-sister stuff into a scene with the best-look- 
ing, quiveringly attractive young male she had ever seen. Car- 
stairs had never met the quiver of inexperience before. ... Her 
maid had never seen her powder for a close-up so, many times. 

HEY shot the scene three times. It was heartily applauded by 
the other players. 

“Great, my boy!” Lethbridge shouted. 
Nine o’clock tomorrow for the death-scene. 

“That’s all for today. 
Great stuff, Wally.” 

And the boy walked to his dressing-room in a daze. 
In all his years of digging up reactions from the depths of his 

puppets, Lethbridge had never done a more thorough job. By the 
time Wally had “died” four or five times in Carstairs’ arms, the 
next day, he was ready to die really for her any time, any place; 
but Carstairs had other plans. 

“Another Lethbridge discovery! Unknown boy steals the pic- 
ture from Joan Carstairs.” That’s what the reviews said; but 
Carstairs didn’t mind. She was too busy educating Lethbridge’s dis- 
covery to read his press-notices. She knew he had a future. His 
present she claimed as her own. Mitch Lethbridge, secure in the 
knowledge that Carstairs had never cheated since their association 
changed from business to friendship, urged her to take the boy in 
hand. Like most men who are supposed to know all about women, 
Lethbridge did not realize that being a first love is just as stim- 
ulating to the female as to the male, and that Joan Carstairs at 
twenty-four was satiated with experts and technicians. . . . 

Abe Clearstone swallowed his frayed pride and ate his words 
after the previews of Wally’s first picture. 

“T got to hand it to you again, Meetch. How much do you 
vant for hees contract?” Clearstone said as they came out of the 
theater. 

“Tl tell you after his next picture,” Lethbridge grinned. “TI 
want to be sure I’m not cheating you, Abe.” 

Wally played with Carstairs again, but not as her brother. This 
time he was a romantic youngster in love with a married woman 
whose husband had been his benefactor. Wally’s performance 
was sensational. The public thought he was acting. Lethbridge 
thought the boy was reacting to his own splendid direction. Wally 
himself believed that his secret was his own. Carstairs had been 
careful to maintain the big-sister pose off the screen, but she knew 
a day would come, and soon, when Plato would exit laughingly. 
She was looking forward to it. 

“You ought to get away, babe. You're looking tired.” Leth- 
bridge leaned over to close each of the lovely Carstairs orbs with 
a light kiss. “Why don’t you go up to Arrowhead for a week or so?” 

“Will you come, darling? How about you, Wally?” Carstairs 
glanced from one to the other; the two were inseparable, too much 
so to suit “big sister.” 

“I think it would be swell! I hear they have snow up there now, 
and the lake’s frozen!” Wally’s color rose in anticipation. He still 
possessed one of the few blushes left in Hollywood. ‘What do you 
say, Mitch?” (Please turn to page 90) 
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sky to a uniform tint of sand as the Maréchal Joffre swept 
through the Straits of Bab-el-Mandeb. The Indian Ocean 

received her with a sudden, buffeting gale, bringing a sharp pitch 
to her bows. In the crowded smoking-room Monsieur Cavagnac, 
regally drunk as usual, buttonholed young Gifford Brian to reiate 
another of his pointless stories. 

“Jibuti,” he said, “is so hot that even the mosquitoes die. There 
is just one tree in town: A date palm, which a negro—un type 
noir—attends with his watering-can hourly, lest it perish from 
the sun. That is the kind of place you are headed for, my young 
friend—” Whereupon his huge and apoplectic face became so 
convulsed with mirth that he could no longer speak. Young Gif- 
ford, serious and silent amidst that Africa-bound medley of 
colonial officials, war correspondents, and furtive contact men, 
made his escape from the smoking-room. On the boat deck he 
found Lois Cameron, the only other American on board. She’d 
joined the ship at Port Said, five days after he’d joined it at Mar- 
seilles, and her deck-chair was next to his. She was pale, slender, 
with curly blonde hair and a short, kitten-like nose. She was al- 
ways hatless, and she wore her sports clothes with a little swing 
that made Gifford slightly homesick. 

“And that,” Gifford complained to her, “is what Cavagnac calls 
a funny story. I’ve heard it five times already.” 
“Maybe you never stayed long enough to hear the end of it,” 

she suggested. She was a bright girl, vivacious and intuitive. 
Gifford, although sound, was a bit slower. “I guess there isn’t 
any end to if,” he drawled humorously. “Anyway, we'll never 
hear it—because we’ll be in port within three hours.” 

A WIND from the African furnace churned the sea and the They had a lot of fun, those two. Joking in their light, flippant 
American way about the other passengers, the strange meal hours, 
and the still stranger food. There was only one fly in the oint- 
ment: Lois Cameron’s active mind made her inquisitive, and 
Gifford was a reserved young man—reserved about his private 
affairs; he had to be. He knew nothing, actually, about Lois— 
except that she was a very attractive girl who had a crisp, clear 
voice which puzzled him a little because it was so devoid of ac- 
cent. She had, apparently, lived abroad much of her life. 

“And still,” she said, “with only three hours more to go, you 
won’t tell me why you’re going to Jibuti?” 

That was something he couldn’t tell her—or anyone else. It 
was a great misfortune that the Messageries Maritimes had pub- 
lished his destination on the passenger-list, alongside his name. 
It was a custom of the Company which he hadn’t foreseen. Other- 
wise he might have passed comfortably as a tourist, bound for 
Kenya or Capetown. He tried to change the conversation, but 
this evening there was a curious persistence about her. “I know 
you must have a thrilling job,’ she mused. “A mysterious war 
mission—or perhaps you're going in for pearls in a big way.” 

HES first guess was too close to be funny. He said with a kind 
of desperate flippancy: “That’s it, bright girl. I’m buying 

pearls—for an American firm.” He didn’t enjoy lying, but he had 
grown fairly used to it by now, having practiced it all the way 
from the firm’s plant in the Middle West. Orders were orders. 

“You won't find Ben Ali in Jibuti, at this season,” she said. 
“He’ll be over at the Dahlak fisheries. And nobody can do much 
in the pearl business without Ben Ali.” 
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He felt a sinking feeling in the region of his stomach. (“My 

God,” he asked himself, “what does this child know? They warned 
me when I left to be careful; to avoid intimacies. But I never 
expected trouble from a girl. An American girl, at that. What 
does she know about Sidi Ben Ali? Does she know that I’m to 
meet General Chéré tonight at the house of one Sidi Ben Ali? 
Or, maybe it’s just a coincidence. Maybe there are hundreds of 
Sidi Ben Alis in Jibuti.”) 

“I’ve got to do some packing,” he told her presently, and left 
her. He retired grimly to his cabin—to ponder over the riddle of 
her. He’d have to cut her out of his life, he decided. Not try to 
see her ashore, as he’d hoped to do. Not even go to the same 
hotel. It was a pity, though. She was the swellest girl he’d ever 
known, in a great many ways—if only she hadn’t been so damned 
inquisitive. . . . 

Some one knocked at his cabin door. The steward entered, 
bearing a radio message. When he’d gone, Gifford Brian locked 
the door, opened the message. Then he brought out his code- 
book. The message said: 

HAVE JUST LEARNED THAT HALSCHAERTS REPRESENTATIVE LEFT EUROPE 
AUGUST FIFTH FOR JIBUTI WITH LOWER BID THAN OURS STOP ADVISE 
UTTERMOST PRECAUTION STOP HE WILL TRY TO FOLLOW YOU FIND OUT 
RENDEZVOUS WITH ETHIOPIAN REPRESENTATIVE AND CONTACT HIM 
AHEAD OF YOU STOP HALSCHAERTS REGARDS AFRICAN TERRITORY EX- 
CLUSIVELY THEIRS AND WILL STOP AT NO MEASURES TO BRING ABOUT 
YOUR FAILURE (SIGNED) LEFFINGWELL 

Young Gifford sat there staring at the message for a long time. - 
Its substance appalled him. He saw it all now, so clearly. All 
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He thought: “‘This situation’s 
getting pretty hot.”’ All Jibu- 
ti appeared to have gathered 

there on the terrace. 
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the pieces fitted together. He'd been 
dumb—absurdly dumb—not to think of 
it before. He supposed that the Hals- 
chaerts outfit had chosen Lois Cameron 
because she was young, pretty and an 
American. A good choice, too. But not 

quite good enough. He understood now 
her prolonged residence abroad, and her 
general reticence about her own past. 
He rose wearily, and began to pack his 
valises. His movements were suddenly 
those of an older man, a disillusioned 
man. Something of the luster and ea- 
gerness of youth had left him... . 

The Maréchal Joffre dropped anchor 
off Jibuti at nine o’clock that evening 
—exactly eight hours behind schedule. 
A French health officer, paler than his 
soiled ducks, came stumbling up the ac- 
commodation ladder, followed by a 
screaming procession of Somali porters, 
their hair elegantly filleted with dried 
mud and castor-oil. The ship’s tender 
came alongside, an elderly launch reek- 
ing of oil, stricken with palsy. And in 
that senile craft, packed with soldiers, 
helmeted officials, and ebony nudes, 
Gifford Brian was swept toward the dis- 
tant lights of Jibuti. 

“What hotel are you going to?” a 
small voice suddenly asked him, close 

at hand in the darkness. It was, of course, Lois Cameron. She 
was sitting beside him, there in the very first shore-bound tender, 
and he knew that it couldn’t be coincidence. He replied evasively: 
“There are two fairly good hotels, I believe—the Arcades, and 
the Continental.” 

HE night pressed in upon them, lifeless and flaccid, as the 
launch curved up to a breakwater. “I’d like to go to the same 

hotel as you,” the Cameron girl stated, a shade wistfully, as they 
stepped ashore. 

“T’m going to look around a little first,” he told her. Which 
was the truth. He wasn’t thinking about hotels. He was think- 
ing about one fact, only: That the ship had arrived eight hours 
late, which might make it even harder to get in touch with Gen- 
eral Chéré—entirely apart from the Halschaerts complication. 
Gifford, according to the prearranged plan, would have to find 
Sidi Ben Ali’s house quickly and discreetly, too. You couldn’t be 
too careful in neutral territory, with a strong possibility of enemy 
agents lurking in the background. 

A solitary street-lamp flickered at the damp landing-steps, and 
into its mellow arena there crept a procession of ancient Paris 
fiacres, forlorn and tattered, drawn by drooping, heat-ravaged 
horses. Gifford hailed the first carriage, flung his valises into it. 
He wasn’t even surprised when Lois Cameron climbed in after 
him. (He thought: “This situation’s getting pretty hot. It’s go- 
ing to burst wide open at any moment. But meanwhile I’ll mark 
time, keep mum. Maybe I'll get a break when we reach the 
hotel.”) ‘He told the driver: “Take us to the Continental.” 

They went clop-clop down a wide, (Please turn to page 94) 



Right: Mrs. Eleanor Patterson. Host- 
ess and publisher, she bows to no one 

when it comes to social power. 

She 

Widows 
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Washington 
by 

Drew Pearson and Robert S. Allen 

F national anthems were selected on the basis of appropriateness 
rather than tradition, the most completely applicable anthem 
for the Nation’s Capital would be “The Merry Widow Waltz.” 

For Washington has become the widows’ happiest hunting- 
ground. No other city in the United States rivals it. Here widows 
thrive and flourish like oratory in the Senate. Here they are given 
more freedom than the trumpeter swans which Ding Darling in- 
sisted, under penalty of his resignation from the New Deal, must 
have several thousand square miles of mating ground. Here, finally, 
they have come in increasing droves, bent on emancipation, and 
ready to spend their late husbands’ fortune for any kind of seat 
on the Washington merry-go-round. 

Some have become its most fervid and enthusiastic riders. Some 
have ridden so long that they have become fixtures, and long ago 

forgot their origins in Chicago or Cincinnati. Some, tired of reach- 
ing for the brass ring, have dropped by the wayside. Finally, a 
small and persistent nucleus has pushed far beyond the stage of 
ordinary riders, and this month begins once more to oil the ma- 
chinery, sell the tickets and call the tunes to which the social 
carrousel lumbers. 

Most famous of these are the Widows Patterson, Longworth, 
Leiter and the latter’s mother, the Widow Williams. Their powers 
are not exaggerated. They can make a Senator; they can break a 
débutante—or vice versa. 

Left: Du Pont Circle—Washing- 
ton’s most fashionable residential 
district, populated by rich dowa- 
gers and socially powerful widows. 

Below: Mrs.. Alice-Reesevelt Long- 
worth and her daughter Pauline, 
both recognized in their respective 
sets as Washington’s leading wits. 
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They can make a 

Senator; they can 

break a débutante; 

their power is 

extraordinary. 

Mrs. Eleanor Patterson, once a belle of Chicago and the vivacious 
Countess Gizycki, long ago abandoned the boredom of helping bring 
out débutantes, and now applies her restless energy to publishing 
the Washington Herald. 

Famous for her newspaper genius, the heterogeneous brilliance of 
her dinners and the deadly seriousness of her feuds, “Cissie” has 
buried most of her hatchets except with Alice Roosevelt Long- 
worth, girlhood friend and rival for many a European title. 

Alice still goes in for politics with as much enthusiasm as dur- 
ing the heyday when her late husband was Speaker of the House 
of Representatives, and when she was waging relentless social war 
on Dolly Gann. She lunches daily at the Capitol. She passes vit- 
riolic anti-New-Deal tidbits to Frank Kent. And she gives con- 
siderable attention to a precocious daughter—who, when admon- 
ished against reading the funny papers, came back with: “But 
Mother, you go to the Senate.” 

UT the old days when Princess Alice reigned supreme in 
Washington are gone. 

Just across Du Pont Circle from the red brick mansion which 
Alice would like to sell, stands the cream brick palace of Juliette 
Leiter, which she tried to rent to the Soviet Government—much 
to the horrer of all those who once trod its exclusive dance-floor. 
Widow of the man who boasted holding more wheat en the world 
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market than any other individual in his- 
tory, Juliette formerly commuted between 
her friends in Washington and her hus- 
band, son and a pet bear in Chicago; but 
now she is returning to her house, her 
mother, and the fabulous parties which 
she once gave in the manner if not the 
quality of the Vanderbilts. 

Her mother, known to Washington as 
“Ma” Williams, is without doubt the most 
extraordinary woman in the capital. 
Daughter of an army officer, she now, at 
seventy-three, manages four apartment- 

houses, a restaurant, a ladies’ dress-shop 
and a charity bazaar, from the proceeds 
of which she largely supports the Chil- 
dren’s County Home. 

Though lacking the technical qualifica- 
tions of a widow, Evelyn Walsh McLean 
is among the most vigorous and at times 
vitriolic managers of the social merry-go- 
round. 

Mrs. McLean, daughter of a Montana 
millionaire miner, has begun of late to 
stage a come-back on the social stage 
which she once dominated. There was a 
day when two bands, imported from New 
York, jazzed alternately at the opposite 
ends of the McLean ballroom on I Street, 
while the most select of social Washing- 
ton uncertainly danced the New Year into 
dawn. Today this mansion reverberates 
to the tune of two hundred typewriters 
rattling off Works Progress plans for 
Harry Hopkins; while Rex Tugwell’s Re- 
settlement Administration is paying $1,- 
603.50 per month rent for Mrs. McLean’s 
other mansion, first having covered its 
walls with cellophane and built a barri- 
cade around the pipe-organ. Mrs. Mc- 
Lean, with still one house to spare, 
has set the clock in the tower of 
“Friendship” and become reconciled to 
concentrating herself and children in one 
place. 

Of course, not all of Washington wid- 
owdom succeeds, or even tries to reach 
the inner circle. Some are content with 
rocking-horses on the outer fringe. Others 
still struggle valiantly toward the inner 
goal. And there is a small handful which 
has helped to turn the carrousel, and knows 
too well the emptiness of that distinction. 

MONG the latter, Mrs. Woodrow Wil- 
son moves serenely and infrequently 

in a small circle of Democratic intimates, 
while Mrs. William Howard Taft alter- 
nates between her house on Wyoming 
Avenue and her children in Cincinnati. 
Mrs. Robert Todd Lincoln, the grand- 
daughter-in-law of the Civil War Presi- 

dent, lives very quietly in an old colonial 
house in Georgetown surrounded by a 
walled garden, beyond which she rarely 
ventures; while Mrs. Arthur MacArthur, 
widow of the Indian War general and 
mother of the Chief of Staff, lives with 
her son at Fort Myer, where she keeps as 
watchful an eye on him as she did when 
he was a cadet at West Point. 

Not far away, Mrs. William Nuckles 
Doak, widow of Hoover’s Secretary of La- 
bor, nestles in her home “Notre Nid” (Our 
Nest) overlooking the Potomac; while at 
Woodlawn, former home of George Wash- 
ington, resides Mrs. Oscar Underwood, 
widow of the former Senator from Ala- 
bama. In sedate seclusion also live the 
Senate postmistress, Mrs. Julia Wheeler 
Harris, widow of Senator Harris of Geor- 
gia and the daughter of the Confederate 
General, Joe Wheeler; Mrs. John Sharpe 
Williams, widow of the famous mint-julep- 
drinking Senator from Mississippi; Mrs. 
Frederick H. Gillett of Massachusetts, 
widow of the former Speaker; Mrs. Tim- 
othy Campbell, widow of the Congress- 
man from New York City, who said, 
“What’s the Constitution among friends?” 
—and a host of others. 

"THEN there are the Congressional wid- . 
ows, much more in the political lime- 

light, of whom the most interesting are 
Senator Caraway of Arkansas; Congress- 
woman Isabella Greenway of Arizona, and 
Caroline O’Day of New York, both inti- 
mate friends of Mrs. Roosevelt; and Mrs. 
Mary Norton of New Jersey, who, as Chair- 
man of the House Committee on the Dis- 
trict of Columbia, has more actual power 
in the city of Washington than any other 
woman and most men. 

Less publicized and probably more in- 
triguing are the working widows, includ- 
ing Mabel Walker Willebrandt, who, after 
serving as Assistant Attorney General un- 
der Coolidge, has maintained a lucrative 
law practice and a sylph-like figure under 
Hoover and Roosevelt. Also there are 
Natalie Pritchett, whose combination of 
charm and persistence can inveigle almost 
any man into buying an automobile; Cor- 
nelia Mayo, who specializes in selling ele- 
phantine embassies to prosperous Latin 
American governments; and Rose Douglas 
Merriam, who has established the profes- 
sion of launching somewhat backward 
males upon Washington social seas. 

On Sunday afternoon, you will find cor- 
rect and pleasant people at the Sheridan 
Circle home of Mrs. Hennen Jennings, 
or across the Circle at the sedate home 
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of Mrs. Francis Newlands, whose hus- 
band, the late Senator from Nevada, made 
the mistake of trying to develop Chevy 
Chase before Washington was ready for 
automobiles and the nouveau riche. Ina 
neighboring mansion Mrs. Frederick Keep, 
sister of Mabel Boardman, whom the 
Prince of Wales once took for his royal 
mother, entertains infrequently but with 
the old elegance of the days when the 
New Deal was unheard of. 

N a similar scale are the dinners of 
Mrs. William Corcoran Eustis, grand- 

daughter of Levi P. Morton, who served as 
Vice President of the United States un- 
der Benjamin Harrison and died at the 
age of ninety-six, leaving his children a 
heritage of charm and conservatism, with 
enough money to protect both. 

All these, however, are ladies of fairly 
ancient ancestry who can afford to rest 
on their laurels. Somewhat more precari- 
ous is the position of migratory wid- 
ows from Kansas City and Keokuk. Some- 
times they make the grade easily; some- 
times life is one continuous campaign. 
For the beautiful Mrs. Frank (Birnie) 
West, who jumped from a California 
ranch to a colonial house in Georgetown, 
Washington was a push-over. The dowa- 
gers of red plush days fazed her not at 
all. So also it was for Mrs. Hugh Wal- 
lace, widow of the Tacoma, Washington, 
lumber king, a man who for a brief inter- 
val served as Woodrow Wilson’s Ambassa- 
dor to France. 

Mrs. McCook Knox, who migrated from 
Pittsburgh as the ex-daughter-in-law of 
the late Philander C. Knox; Novelist 
Mary Roberts Rinehart, also from Pitts- 
burgh; and Mrs. Alvin T. Hert, who ar- 
rived from Louisville as Vice-Chairman 
of the Republican National Committee— 
all of these have taken Washington in 
their stride. 

One or two have not cared very much 
whether they captured Washington or not; 
but they are rare. The only outstanding 
example is Anne Archbold, widow of a 
Rockefeller partner, whose house is filled 
with stuffed giraffe heads and other relics 
of big-game hunting, whose pet pig once 
cocked an attentive ear to organ recitals 
in the middle of the Archbold ballroom, 
who does not care very much whether 
dinner is announced with one or two men 
short, and who really would rather be 
exploring the jungles of Guatemala than 
giving dinners in Washington anyway. 

But for most, the path is steep and slip- 
pery—and they care tremendously. 

So 

“When you asked me that, I laughed 
and told you not to be silly. But Kent, 
I got a cold little shock—in here. I was 
frightened. I hadn’t let myself think. 
There was so much else to do. So much 
else. There was so much I wanted to 
learn, had to learn, so much that Jon 
could teach me. 

“T worshiped him, Kent. You knew 
that. He meant the wide world to me. 
Literally. Smoky seas and the tom- 
toms deep in green jungles, and coral 
atolls with breakers flashing and roaring 
in the sun, and deserts, and icebergs— 
And not only that: I don’t know how I 

WIDE THE WORLD 
(Continued from page 37) 

can tell you, but—but he meant all the 
other things I wanted, things you don’t 
find at the end of a steamer trip. Things 
in your mind, in your soul. 

“Tt was as if there were two worlds, 
a world outside you that you could 
touch and see and smell and taste and 
love passionately as I loved it, and then 
a colder, clearer, more exacting world. 
A world that you could discover only 
through the microscope and with a scal- 
pel and pure frigid scientific reasoning.” 

“The world,” I told her, “that he real- 
ly belonged to.” 
Her head dropped again, and her fin- 

gers buried themselves in her yellow hair 
as she said, “I know it,” softly. “I knew 
it then, but I wouldn’t let myself believe 
it. I was like a little girl, holding my 
breath for fear something would make me 
wake up and everything would be merely 
a lovely dream. That was why I got the 
cold little shock when you asked me. 

. . I used to pray every night, Kent: 
‘Dear God, don’t let him go away with- 
out me. Dear God, don’t.’ And—Jon 
didn’t even kiss me good-by, Kent. I—I 
could have killed myself.” 
When I left her, she promised me she 

would take me with her when she met 
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Jon’s train, and I had made up my mind 
to do something I’d never done before, 
and so help me, will never do again. 

I went to a man and told him what 
was wrong with his wife. 

AM was working over a microscope in 
a room so hot and damp that my 

glasses steamed over the minute I stepped 
in, and the temperature in the street had 
been over eighty. He was cordial, but I 
could see that my coming in that way 
annoyed him. 

He pulled off a rubber glove and shook 
hands with me. 

“T haven’t seen you for several weeks,” 
he said. Then he added: “I’ve been so 
—_ with the typhoid and my work here 
that—” 

Since the interview I was there for 
didn’t lend itself to diplomatic fencing, I 
interrupted him and plunged in. 

“So busy here,” I said, “that you seem 
to have forgotten you have a wife. A 
peculiarly sensitive, fine, unpredictable 
wife, Sam Lewis. And if you go on for- 
getting it much longer, perhaps she may 
forget she has a husband.” 

It took a great deal of gall to say that 
to him. It took even more to stand and 
face him as it sank in. He got red and 
then white, and I suppose I got red. I 
didn’t say anything else. I couldn’t 
think of anything else to say. 
“Why do you say that?” he asked me 

slowly, still smoothing the gloves down 
and watching his hand. I could see the 
hand tremble. 

That broke the spell. 
“You're married to one of the finest 

women on this earth, Sam,” I told him, 
calmer than I thought I would be. “But 
for that very reason, you’ve got to treat 
her a whole lot differently from the way 
other men in Puritan City treat the women 
they happen to be married to. Being 
married to Janet Harris isn’t a spare- 
time and week-end business, Sam. Not 
that you’ve even made it that, as far as 
I can see.” 

He kept smoothing the gloves. 
“Jan’s not gaited to bridge-clubs and 

hen-parties. You know that. You know 
it damned well. You wouldn’t have mar- 
ried her if you hadn’t known it. Well, 
what do you suppose she gets out of 
Puritan City while you fuss with your 
bugs in this Turkish bath or run around 
the country visiting patients and doing 
trick operations? I'll bet you haven’t 
turned your hand to provide a single item 
of excitement or interest for her since 
you married her.” 

He looked up at me with a queer ex- 
pression in his eyes. For the second time 
that afternoon, I got a nasty feeling of 
having seen something that was a little 
too private. The first time had been 
when Jan collapsed in the chair and wept. 
This time it was the look in Sam Lewis’ 
eyes, and the way he said: “I love her.” 

Feeling the way I did, I didn’t want 
to go back and see Jan. So I went to 
the office and kept busy the rest of the 
afternoon getting the News out. It was 
about six-thirty when she called up 
again. She’d had a telegram from Jon. 
He would be in Puritan City that night 
on his way South, and would stop off 
between trains. 

“You said you would go to the train 
with me to meet Jon, Kent,” she said. 

It was dark when she came by to pick 
me up. She wore a wide-brimmed hat; 
I could not see her eyes clearly until 
after we had parked the car and crunched 
through the cinders to the platform be- 
side the track. We stood under a light 
and looked down the silent invisible rails. 
A cloud of insects swarmed about the 
light, and the still sullen heat of the 
night seemed to stifle the town at our 
backs. I could hear the cornstalks in the 
field across the way rustle. 

Jan suddenly whipped off the wide hat 
and ran her fingers through her yellow 
hair, ruffling its usual decorous arrange- 
ment. Her eyes were strained, unhappy. 

“Kent,” she asked, “am I an unfaith- 
ful wife because I feel this way?” 

“What way?” I said. 
“Scared.” 
The one word conveyed her whole 

meaning. 
I said: “You're old enough by this time 

to know what you want.” 
She was silent a minute, staring down 

the silent converging rails. 
“T’m also old enough—” she began, 

and stopped, biting her lip. 
“To know how to take what you 

want?” I helped her. “Is that what you 
mean? But you’ve got to be pretty sure 
you want it first.” 

She said, her voice miserable: “Oh, I 
do want it. I want to go where he has 
gone. I want to leave all this flat land 
and only come back to it as he comes 
back to it. Kent, I can’t go on living 
here. I can’t. I can’t.” 
“Why did you let him go away six 

years ago?” I asked. 
“T couldn’t believe that I could have 

prevented it,” she answered candidly. 
“Maybe that is part of the trouble 

now,” I said. “Maybe you couldn’t have 
helped it, and that’s what hurts.” 

“Do you think that’s what it is, Kent?” 
she demanded quickly, seizing on the idea 
as if it pointed a way out. “Do you 
think I’m just another predatory female 
after all, with an unsuccessful venture 
haunting my subconscious?” 

I told her I didn’t know, thinking of 
Doctor Sam standing there and watching 
me go out of his laboratory. I found 
myself wondering why it must always be 
the honest scrupulous people that get into 
jams, while the light-fingered kind always 
manage to keep out. But nevertheless I 
couldn’t feel too kindly about the way 
Sam had acted. Honest or not, nobody 
has the right to act that way, to be that 
blind where another person is concerned. 

“[ HERE was a faint clicking in the rails 
at our feet, and a spray of light ap- 

peared at the bend half a mile away. Jan’s 
hand tightened again on my arm. She 
stood facing up the track, the headlight 
shining in her eyes. 

“Kent,” she said in a strained voice, 
“stay with me. Don’t let me—” 

Then the engine thundered past us, 
and I lost the rest of the sentence. 

Even at that distance, I could see that 
the man who got down from the end 
Pullman was a sick man. The porter 
knew it. The flagman who set down his 
lantern and his fusees to help knew it. I 
followed Jan as she ran back toward 
them. 

Jon Grier’s face was ashen, and sweat 
beaded his forehead. There were deep 

lines beside his mouth not graven by 
harsh treks across deserts. The smile 
with which he greeted us was a gri- 
mace of pain, and the hand which he held 
out was suddenly clasped to his side 
before Jan could take it. 

“Jon,” she cried, “what is the matter?” 
He told her it was just a foolish at- 

tack of indigestion, and mumbled some- 
thing which was meant to be ironical and 
apologetic. Then his eyes filmed in ag- 
ony, and he groaned, his hand clutching 
his side. 

Between us, Jan and I got Jon to her 
car. He was humbly apologetic, but the 
pain was too intense for him to talk 
much. When we were in the car, and I 
had the motor racing, his head dropped 
to Jan’s shoulder, and I could see her 
arm tight about his shoulders. One of 
Jon Grier’s hands fumbled up to pat the 
strong cool fingers that curved about his 
arm. I caught sight of Jan’s face from 
the corner of my eye as we whined across 
Market Street against the traffic-light. 
She was staring straight ahead. Her lips 
were moving, and I could have sworn 
there were tears in her eyes. 

It was acute appendicitis. The interne 
at the hospital made the diagnosis, and 
set nurses scurrying to get the operat- 
ing-room ready while Jan telephoned 
frantically about the countryside for old 
Doc Lewis. 

“Tsn’t Sam in town?” I demanded as 
she jiggled the hook for the third time. 
She only looked at me with the fright 
now deep in her blue eyes, and spoke 
pleadingly into the phone. 

UT it was Doctor Sam after all who 
operated on Jon Grier an hour later 

and started the long fight against peritoni- 
tis. He had been coming out of the drug- 
store, and had seen Jan’s car race by and 
make the turn toward the hospital. He 
had followed us. He came into the office 
just as Jan was making the fourth futile 
call for Doc Lewis to save Jon’s life. 

Jan wheeled around and caught her 
breath. Then with an effort she said: 
“Sam—Sam, please—” She walked to 
her husband and took both his hands. 
“Sam,” she said chokingly, “please—” 
Then she ran from the room, and a mo- 
ment later we heard her car start. 

Sam looked at me, puzzled, and I said: 
“Never mind. You'd better examine him. 
They think it’s serious.” 

He agreed that it was serious. When 
he came out into the corridor where I 
was waiting, he told me that an immedi- 
ate appendectomy was imperative, and 
that the patient had submitted to his 
advice. 

“Do you know him?” he asked me, and 
I said I did. “Should anyone be consult- 
ed, his wife or anyone?” he asked, and 
I said I thought not. He said very well; 
he had already set one of the internes 
at a blood-count, and the quicker he got 
inside to see about gangrene, the better. 

I went into the locker-room with him 
while he took off his shirt and scrubbed 
his arms. 

“His name is Jon Grier?” Sam asked, 
wiping his arms and not looking at me. 
When I said yes, he went on: “Jan knew 
him in college?” I said she had. The 
towel stopped in the middle of his left 
forearm, and he stared at it. Then he 
looked at me. “She told me about him ie ge hl oe a ge ee 
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once,” he said quietly, and I could see 
that no matter how little Jan might have 
been able to compress into the emptiness 
of words, Doctor Sam’s keen surgeon’s 
intuition had laid the rest bare before 
him. Suddenly I was very fond of him; 
and I watched him putting on the gown 
and tying the tapes with calm profes- 
sional fingers and fitting the white cap 
on his head, and I felt sorry for him. 

He said nothing else until he started 
out the door. Then he looked full at me. 

“Kent,” he said in a low voice, “is she 
still in love with him?” 

Before his passionate gaze a lie would 
have been too flimsy. 

I said, “That depends on you,” and 
his eyelids dropped once, wearily. Then 
he went out the door. 
My greatest concern was not for the 

two men in the operating-room. It was 
for Jan. Hysteria was foreign to her, 
and the movement in which she had faced 
her husband and run from the building, 
which might have been set down to the- 
atrics in the average woman, meant a 
struggle of intense depth in Jan. 

If Jon should die under a knife in the 
hands of Doctor Sam—if he should live 
and remain in Puritan City for a long 
convalescence—whatever the outcome of 
the struggle under the brilliant shadow- 
less lights, I knew it meant anguish for 
Jan, and I wondered again at the ri- 
baldry of a Fate that would let three 
lives as strong as these tangle and tear 
at each other. 

Finally when I returned from one of 
my vigils outside, I found the interne 
who had scrubbed for Doctor Sam re- 
moving his gown in the locker-room. 

“Ruptured,” he told me. “Gangrenous. 
For God’s sake, give me a cigarette. .. . 
No,”—when I asked as he drew greedily 
on the cigarette—‘“Sam is still in there. 
It looks like a tough one.” 

7 was a tough one. . 
When Sam had not come out of the 

operating-room at midnight, I left the 
hospital and started to walk home. I 
hadn’t gone far when light washed over 
me in the black street, and a car turned 
out of an alley to stop at the curb. 

I got in beside her and told her what 
I knew, which was merely that Sam had 
not yet come out. I asked if she wanted 
to go back and wait, and she shook her 
head slowly, her mouth a tight, unsteady 
line. 

I said: “Now you’ve got to face this 
thing, and have it out with yourself.” 
My own nerves weren’t in the best of 
condition. “If Jon Grier lives, his life 
will be the gift of your husband. You 
won’t be able to forget that. But you'll 
owe Sam something a lot more important 
than gratitude. And unless you can— 
Another six years like this,” I said, “and 
you'll crack under it. That isn’t playing 
fair with Sam.” 

She threw me a strained look. 
“But you’ve got to be sure,” I said. 

“You’ve got to know this time what you 
really want. You’ve got to see Jon, see 
a lot of him, even if it hurts Sam. You 
can’t run from this. You can’t hide. 
When this is over, it’s got to be over for 
good. No more regrets. No more split 
personality. No more divided loyalties. 
No matter how the knife cuts, it must 
cut clean.” 

Jan said: “Do you think I don’t know 
that?” 

Jon Grier lived through that night and 
through the long broiling day that fol- 
lowed. It was whispered around the hos- 
pital that he lived not so much because 
in his own frame there was the tenacity 
for life, but because Doctor Sam sat 
hour after hour by his bedside, grasping 
with his two bare hands the life that 
pulsed and ebbed. And Jon Grier lived 
through the next night, and the next day; 
and during the evening Doctor Sam saw 
that his help was no longer needed, and 
went red-eyed and stumbling from the 
hospital to get into his wife’s car and 
be driven home. 

During the next two weeks Jan took 
my advice literally. She took it so liter- 
ally that I wondered if it had been wise 
to give it to her. Without any fan- 
fare Jon Grier went one day from the 
hospital to their white cottage for his con- 
valescence. And there began the strang- 
est and most nerve-racking play I’ve ever 
watched. Doctor Sam’s manner grew 
more and more abstract and reserved. 
Jan’s blue eyes were shadowed, and her 
face began to pinch in with the strain. 
Jon, the few times I saw him with them, 
was the least openly touched of the three; 
but just for that reason his struggle was 
the hardest to watch. 

HE climax, or what I thought was the 
climax, came one afternoon on the 

links. I’d gone out to shoot a round with 
Charley; and when he didn’t show up, I 
decided I’d play a couple of the harder 
holes by myself while I waited for him. 
But I couldn’t get Jan’s pinched drawn 
face out of my mind; and when I came 
to the seventh, I sat down in the little 
wooden pavilion just off the green, to 
smoke a pipe and see if I could think 
the thing through any more clearly. The 
shack, you may remember, is the usual 
kind, open on four sides, with diagonal 
partitions that separate the four sections. 
So, although I was out of sight of the 
green, I could hear Jon Grier and Sam 
Lewis as they followed up their approach 
shots, and I could hear the click of Sam’s 
iron as he laid his ball on the green. 

I know it was a fifteen-foot lie, be- 
cause Jon mentioned the fact just be- 
fore he said: “Doctor Lewis, I once did 
your wife a grave injustice. If you'll 
allow me, I wish to rectify it.” 

There was a pause, and then Sam said: 
“What do you mean?” 

“T knew her years ago. 
has told you about that.” 

Sam said: “Yes.” Then after another 
silence he asked: “Do you think she 
would be—happy with you?” 

“She is stifling here,” Jon answered 
simply. “She is not happy here. Surely 
you can see that.” 

Again a long silence before Sam an- 
swered. Again it was a question: “Have 
you talked to her about this?” And Jon 
said: “Of course not. I wanted to talk 
to you first.” 

“Are you in love with her?” 
“She is the only thing I have ever 

really wanted,” Jon said, and his voice 
broke, “in my life.” 

Sam Lewis asked, as if the words were 
catching on something in his throat: 
“And what have you to offer her if I 
should—if she should—” 

Perhaps she 

“The excitement of far places,” Jon 
answered slowly, “to bring light again in- 
to her eyes, to quicken her into life. 
For she is dying here, dying as surely as 
if you had cut off the air she must 
breathe. And,” he added, “I love her.” 

In the long silence that followed, I 
seemed to hear Jan’s girl-voice crying: 
“T’ve got to see the world. I’ve got to 
see Babylon and Angkor Vat, and Tas- 
mania and Iceland, and watch sampans on 
the Whang Poo. Oh, Kent, there’s so 
much and I want to see it all!” And 
while that despairing cry echoed in my 
head, the silence lengthened out so that 
I began to wonder if they had moved 
softly away. 

UT at last Sam’s voice came, quiet as 
if he were in a reverie. 

“You are right. She is unhappy here. 
And yet, perhaps neither of us can give 
her happiness. But—very well, if she 
wishes it,”—there was a click as Sam’s 
putter caught the ball—‘she shall go 
with you. I will make no—” 

I heard the ball drop into the cup as 
Sam said, “make.” There was nothing 
more, and the men walked away. 

Sam Lewis sank a fifteen-foot putt on 
that seventh green while he told a strang- 
er that the stranger might have more 
right by nature to his wife than he. .. . 

Yes, she left Puritan City, all right. 
She left three weeks later. She was in 
Singapore the last I heard... . 

I know I said— Listen, does a woman 
like Janet Harris run out on a marriage 
contract she’s made in her sane mind? 
But the breaks were with her, ater all. 
Or maybe it was delayed poetic justice. 

I supposed you must have seen about 
that part of it in the New York papers. 
How Sam Lewis had been working for 
years on a theory of some sort about 
some Amazon fever. You didn’t? Well, 
that was why he had that hothouse lab- 
oratory. He isolated the bacillus, and it 
made him a reputation overnight—the 
very night, as a matter of fact, before 
I eavesdropped on the seventh green. 

St. Louis requested me on the tele- 
type about four o’clock that afternoon 
to get an interview with Sam. I went 
out there. Do you think he had so much 
as mentioned the telegram he’d received 
that morning? Not Sam. He acted as 
surprised as the other two, and he even 
tried to hush me up about it. He felt 
it wouldn’t be honorable to use that as 
a weapon... . 

Yes, the fat fellowship for a year at 
the Institute of Tropical Diseases in 
London. Poor, honest Sam! He tried 
so hard to hush me up so that Jon 
would have a fair chance with Jan with- 
out any complications. And she told me 
later that she and Jon had already had it 
out that noon, and she had told him she 
would stick to Sam. She didn’t have a 
tear in her eyes when she told me, either. 
They were bright again. She and Sam 
left for London three weeks later. They 
were in Africa for a little while, and then 
China and then Singapore... 

Oh, Jon? Why, he more or less stayed 
around Puritan City after they went 
away. -Some sort of consulting work at 
the cannery. His illness left him in bad 
condition, he said. He lives in the house 
they used to have. We play poker a 
couple of times a week at Charley’s. 
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VARSITY AND 

team, but instead, a typical pro team, be- 
cause the professionals annually recruited 
material from the best of the college stars. 

The collegians claimed that the result 
of this game blasted the assumption that 
the professionals would run wild against 
any first-class college team; and that it 
proved that developed college players 
were strong enough and smart enough 
to hold their own against the more ma- 
ture and experienced professionals. 

Evidence of unusual public interest was 
given at the second game of the pro-col- 
lege series in Chicago last August. More 
than seventy thousand paid admissions 
and radio hook-ups elevated this pre-sea- 
son gridiron battle to an importance ap- 
proaching the Rose Bowl contest at the 
season’s end. 

The Bears won this game 5-0. It was 
played under the college rules, which re- 
stricted forward-passing to a point five 
yards back of the line of scrimmage; but 
the goal-posts were on the goal-line as in 
pro ball. The pass-restriction handi- 
capped the Bears to some extent, but the 
closer goal-posts worked out to their ad- 
vantage, as they gave Jack Manders, per- 
haps the most expert field-goal kicker 
since Brickley’s time, an opportunity to 
put the Bears ahead in the first period 
with his specialty. The last half was 
played in rain, and the final two profes- 
sional points came when a wet ball was 
fumbled back of the line. 

The professionals had the best of the 
yardage gained this time; but the failure 
of their well-drilled team to score a touch- 
down in two years of competition against 
college all-stars gives the collegiate sup- 
porters a shouting point. 

Two factors merit consideration: In 
1934, with Beattie Feathers playing with 
the collegians, his team gained most yard- 
age; in 1935 Feathers—now a pro—turned 
the tide in the opposite direction. The 
general level of the teams, other than 
Feathers, seemed about equal. 

The pros explained their 1934 failure 
to score by the claim that the players 
took the game too lightly. This year there 
was no doubt of the serious intentions 
of the professionals. Their bread and 
butter was at stake. On the other hand, 
I was told by one of the college players 
that the all-stars did not train too seri- 
ously, and were far from the playing unit 
a football team should be. 

Untii a direct test comes, and it is not 
now in view, the inevitable debate will 
grow as the professional game draws big- 
ger crowds and receives greater publicity. 

TEVE OWEN, coach of the Giants, cur- 
rent professional champions, says: 

“Tn the first place, the pro rules have a lot 
to do with making the game a better spec- 
tacle. By permitting passes from any 
point up to the line of scrimmage, we have 
opened up the game and made it much 
faster. It also means that our defenses 
must be more alert; and they are, since 
the players are finished products. They 
act quicker, take advantage of the other 
fellow’s weakness and don’t have to wait 
till the half-time lecture to do it, either. 

“Another, and quite important thing to 
me as a codch, is that they know how 

(Continued from page 15) 

and do block better. Every man on my 
squad can and does block; but on a col- 
lege squad hereabouts, if half the men 
can block, it is an exception. They are 
just beginning to do it when they grad- 
uate from college, and those are the boys 
we get.” 

Owen was a player and later a line 
coach at Oklahoma A. & M. He was an 
all-time tackle in the pro game, and has 
coached the Giants for three seasons. As 
college coaches watch professional games 
whenever possible, so do professionals 
keep in touch with collegians. 

The professional players, practically 
all of whom have been college men as 
well, believe that the average pro team 
would beat the average college team rather 
easily; but that each year there would be 
a few exceptional college squads—such 
as Minnesota, Pitt and Alabama of last 
season—which would give the pros seri- 
ous trouble. 
Now let us take the meat from a 

group-interview with players from the 
Bears and Giants after their champion- 
ship game of last year. In doing so, we 
will also begin to realize that the two 
forms of the sport are moving in such 
divergent directions that eventually they 
may become almost different games. 

“We professionals cannot afford to 
take men out with a diving block as most 
college players do. It takes us out of 
the play for good—and we play a longer 
season against tougher men. Instead, we 
check a man and block him off just long 
enough to let the play go by. 

“We do not charge across the line as 
the college men do, but are more in- 
clined to stand our ground and let the 
attack come to us—because the profes- 
sional attack is so deceptive that we 
dare not commit ourselves too soon. The 
chief reason for this attitude is the fact 
that professionals can throw passes from 
any point behind the line of scrimmage, 
and do not have to be five yards back 
of it, as the college rules require. 

“In college, you do as a coach tells 
you on each play; and if you do that, 
there will be no criticism. If we adopted 
a set defense in the pro game, the other 
fellows, being smart, would take advan- 
tage of this; so we must think for our- 
selves, figure out each play and change 
our tactics to meet it. 

“Kicking and passing is better in the 
pro game, because we can go out and 
hire specialists in these departments to 
fit our needs.” 

Jock Sutherland, of Pitt, can well speak 
for the college coaches. Like most suc- 
cessful coaches, he played a little profes- 
sional football; like all of them, he keeps 
in touch with professional developments. 

Jock believes the best of the college 
teams could hold their own with the 
pros. He points to the 1934 game in 
Chicago as evidence which breaks down 
the strongest professional claim of ex- 
perience. He states that in that game 
the pros had at least five years more ex- 
perience per man, but that the collegians 
were not out-smarted. 

Sutherland points to the spirit of col- 
lege teams as a decisive factor. He claims 
that professionals, regardless of how sin- 
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cerely they may fight for their personal 
fortunes, cannot reach into themselves 
and pull out what an idealistic young 
college boy will. 

Jimmy Crowley, one of the Four Horse- 
men, played in a few professional games 
and took part in the 1930 charity contest 
against the Giants previously mentioned. 
He helped coach the college all-stars who 
out-rushed the Bears last year, and he is 
one of the most successful of the younger 
coaches, in his present post at Fordham. 
Jimmy concurs with Sutherland. He 

adds that college team play is more ef- 
fective than professional individualism; 
and he has something interesting and new 
to say about blocking. 

“Tt takes spirit to block—the colle- 
gians have better spirit, and will put more 
into their blocks.” 

ARE you getting anxious to get into the 
argument ? 

Let us sum up the evidence so far: 
The professionals have the advantage 

in weight, age and experience; they are 
better mechanics, more polished crafts- 
men, and play an individualistic game; 
they utilize a momentary stand-up check 
instead of a diving block; their forward- 
pass rule makes for a more open and 
spectacular game for the spectator. 

The collegians have spirit, speed and 
youth; they can achieve greater emotion- 
al heights, which means more daring play; 
they use definite systems and team-play; 
they try to take men out of the play with 
a block and keep them out. 

There are other considerations, which 
balance each other. In the past the col- 
legians were better trained, but that is 
no longer a major difference. Pro foot- 
ball is now such an established business 
that a player must keep in shape to hold 
his job. The pros spend more time in 
daily practice than the colleges. 

The pro teams are limited to twenty- 
two men, while there is no limit to the 
college squad. This is not important. 
All of the twenty-two pros are of regular 

- caliber; if the college coach has twenty- 
two stars on his squad of sixty, he will 
be more than pleased. 
Now let’s move in. Have you made 

up your mind? Or did you have it made 
up before we began? 

So did I. 
I think the average professional team 

will defeat the average college team by 
from two to four touchdowns. But— 

I believe that the best of the colle- 
gians, from three to five teams each sea- 
son, will hold their own with the average 
pros. And— 

That the super college squads, such as 
last year’s Minnesota, Pitt and Alabama, 
and from all indications this year’s Ohio 
State, would be even money against the 
pro champions. And— 

That Rockne’s last team, the 1929- 
1930 aggregation which did not lose a 
game in two seasons, the outfit which 
included Carideo, Savoldi, Brill, Schwartz, 
O’Connor and Mullins in the backfield, 
and Metzger, Cannon, Kurth, Twomey, 
Moynihan, Yarr, Conley, Law, O’Brien, 
Kassis and others in the line, could, with 
Rockne on the bench, have defeated the 
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Giants and the Bears of last year on 
consecutive Saturdays. But— 

I think that the pros are pulling away 
from the college game, and in five more 
years, if they evolve along the proper 
lines, will have a definitely superior game. 
However— 

College football is in no danger. The 
pros will go their own way, make their 
own rules, develop their own game and 
improve as money-makers and crowd- 
pleasers; but they can never replace the 
quality which is college football—the 
spirit, the bands, the youth of it. 

This is how I see it: 
There’s the matter of beef. A foot- 

ball player does not necessarily get bet- 
ter as the scales go up. When weight 
begins to slow a man up, it becomes a 
handicap. Jack Dempsey and Joe Louis 
have proved, in fighting, that a two-hun- 
dred-pound man has about the proper 
mixture of strength and speed. 

The same is true in football. There 
are many mastodons on the college ros- 
ters; but when they get too big, they get 
too slow. A two-hundred-pound lineman 
is big enough, although the college tackles 
have been running toward more weight. 

College weight, however, is live weight. 
The additional poundage of the pros is 
apt to be bulk which has come with the 
added years. These big fellows cannot, 
and from my observation do not, move 
as fast as the young collegians. The mass 
movements seem definitely slower. 

Nor is the question of smartness so 
one-sided as the pro’s declare. The ma- 
jor college team is apt to be a senior 
team. These men do not get orders from 
the bench on every play. It is probable 
that more close college games are lost 
each year by individual mistakes of judg- 
ment than from any other cause. 

The coach gives his squad defensive 
formations designed to meet every emer- 

“T came over tonight because I couldn’t 
prevent myself. I had to come. Does it 
seem incongruous to you that I love you 
and yet refused to marry you?” 

“Tt seems strange that you are capable 
of love,” he answered drearily. 

Angry, she flung at him: “How stupid 
of you!” 

“Then you’re admirably disciplined,” he 
answered bitterly. 

She nodded. “Yes. But if you think 
it was easy, you’re mad. It grew worse 
as the years passed and you did not 
marry. And because you didn’t, I devel- 
oped my one weakness. Everything I 
wanted financially I could have had a 
year ago when Fred first asked me to 
marry him. I put him off. I’ve been 
putting him off. I suppose he thinks I 
want an even greater success for him 
before we marry. I don’t know. He 
may have seen through my excuses. Per- 
haps he knew that I must see you once 
again. . . . Well, we’re together, you and 
I, at long last. I’ve never been so com- 
pletely yours as I am this minute. I’m 
completely acquiescent to any demand of 

“Except one.” 
She said suddenly, irrelevantly: “That 

year I went fo the State University— 

gency; but he does not know in what 
order the offensive formations will be 
presented; nor do the boys. As each 
new play begins, the player on defense 
must use his own head to meet it, while 
it is unfolding. So the college player is 
far from an automaton although he is not 
apt to be as smart as the pro. 

Here enters the matter of coaching. 
The pros have been coached mostly by 
men who have failed to produce in the 
college ranks; but there has begun a 
movement of higher-grade coaches who 
are willing to stake their future on the 
development of the professional game. 
Men like Joe Bach and Eddie Casey are 
significant additions to pro ranks this year. 

For the present, however, in any con- 
test between the professionals and colle- 
gians, the latter would have the benefit 
of better coaching brains on the bench, 
and this factor would help to equalize 
the sum of experience. 

OW for the question of spirit. 
There is no reason why a man must 

necessarily improve as a football player 
merely because he grows older. On the 
other hand, there is a point where age 
begins to become a handicap. It will 
vary with individuals because it is linked 
with zest. 

College players invariably play the 
game because they like it. 

On the other hand, there are undoubt- 
edly many men on the professional ros- 
ters who are there only because they need 
the money. They no longer play foot- 
ball by choice. They play fine foot- 
ball; they love to win.and hate to lose— 
but they cannot care so keenly about it 
as they did when they were younger. 

The statement of the pro players, “We 
play a longer season and against tougher 
men,” offered as a reason for the stand- 
up check blocking, seems a bit tell-tale. 

Jimmy Crowley’s remark that, “It takes 
spirit for good blocking,” returns to mind. 

And two pictures return to memory: 
The first is the Pitt vs. Notre Dame game 
early last year, when the deadly blocking 
and charging of the speedy Panthers 
stopped the young Irish as no other Notre 
Dame team had been stopped in modern 
history. But despite this frustration and 
humiliation, Notre Dame fought back to 
the final whistle with inspiring courage. 

The second picture is of the game at 
the Polo Grounds when the Giants came 
from behind in the second half to score 
four touchdowns and win the champion- 
ship from the Bears. I saw some of that 
pro blocking that day—saw big fellows 
with their arms up and hips turned to 
the enemy, waiting for the tacklers to 
come to them to be blocked. 

The Giants, aided to some extent by 
tennis shoes on hard, slippery ground, be- 
came lit up and played like college boys. 

The Bears didn’t fight the whirlwind. 
Professional football in general has too 

many old men with bald heads and fat 
tummies hanging about. During time- 
outs, when they are taking their ease, I 
have often thought that if there were 
vans on the field, and all those big fel- 
lows wore aprons, the scene would re- 
semble October 1 in New York streets 
when everybody moves. 

If I owned one of those pro franchises, 
which have increased in value from fifty 
dollars to a ten-thousand-dollar mini- 
mum in recent years, I would get rid of 
all the moving-van men with their check- 
blocking and other alibis for old age, and 
fill up my squad with hungry fellows from 
the colieges, big enough, smart enough, 
tough enough, fast enough and young 
enough still to want to play the game. 

Then there would be no doubts about 
superiority. 
Now—what do you think? 

WILD HONEY 

(Continued from page 33) 

one week-end I was invited to the home 
of my room-mate in Shreveport. Her 
family was wealthy. Ordinary people, 
but wealthy. Beautiful home, big cars, 
country-club memberships, servants, ex- 
pensive clothes, money to spend copious- 
ly. I think I was particularly impressed 
with their servants and the quality of 
the service they rendered. The whole 
household turned on such well-oiled 
wheels—smoothly, delightfully.” 

“So that was it,” he put in derisively. 
“No,” she returned. “Not quite. I 

came home soon after that visit. We 
were having dinner. There was that 
ugly revolving self-server in the center of 
the table. It was to save Mandy steps. 
We had to save her steps, because we 
paid her practically nothing. . . . I re- 
member that dinner. Pork, grits and 
sweet potatoes. The flies were bother- 
some, because the screens on the dining- 
room windows were falling to pieces. 
Mandy brought in the food and slid it 
in front of us. It was a hot day... . 
On the ceiling right above the table there 
was a spot where the laths showed 
through because the plaster had fallen 
away. . . . I reached out for something 
on the revolving server—watermelon 

Another piece of plaster broke pickles. 

off and fell on the server. The frag- 
ments splashed all over the table. .. . 
Something happened to me then. You 
see, there were materials in the shed to 
repair the ceiling. But no one had done 
it. Yet we were gentlefolk.” 

“Minutiz,” he said in a thin voice. 
“Small things. They make big changes.” 

He could see her incline her head vio- 
lently. “That’s all,” she concluded. “And 
I’m not trying to enlist your sympathy. 
I intend to follow the course I’ve mapped 
out. Sometime this year I'll marry Fred.” 

“So that your household will move on 
well-oiled wheels,” he said without bitter- 
ness. “So that you'll have big cars and 
memberships in country clubs, expensive 
clothes and money to spend copiously.” 

“So that I’ll be protected from all the 
mean things of life,” she amended calm- 
ly. She got up and seated herself beside 
him on the rail. “Couldn’t you pretend,” 
she asked wistfully, “just for an hour, 
that I’m the old Fauneil? Couldn’t you 
love me for that hour just as unreserved- 
ly as you used to?” 
“Why?” he demanded sharply. 
“To satisfy some hunger in me,” she 

confessed. “Some need of you. Sounds 
selfish, and it would be—if you weren't 
equally hungry for me.” 



All his defense fell away from him. | 
He stood up, drew her to her feet and 
caught her close. ‘“You’re sweet,” -he 
whispered tremblingly. “Sweet as wild 
honey. Your flavor will stay with me all 
the rest of my life. I'll keep it on my 
lips; Ill never forget its fragrance. 

You’re mad, of course; God knows you’re 

overwhelmed by this phobia of yours. 
But there’s nothing to be done about it. 
I'll take the hour.” 

They clung together in half-frenzied | 
emotion. A car swung into the drive- | 
way, but they could not hear it because 
of the pounding of their hearts. A sud- 
den shaft of light cut the darkness and 
swept briefly over them. 

“A car!” Fauneil said breathlessly. 
“Whoever is in it drove down without 
lights, then switched them on as he 
turned in!” 

Randolph’s laugh was brittle. “That 
would be Benje,” he said. He swept her 
away from him, into the house. “Stay 
there,” he commanded. 

She stumbled toward him. “Stay 
there,” he repeated coldly. “We can’t 
jeopardize your future at this late date. 
I'll take care of Benje.” 

HE young man came slowly up the 
steps, mopping his brow. He was much 

less immaculate than on his previous 
visit. He was coatless; the collar of his 
soft shirt was open, the tie knotted be- 
low it. He seemed amiable enough, but 
the fingers of his left hand which hung 
at his side were hooked and stiff. The 
dabs he made with the other hand at his 
overheated face were curiously wooden. 
Tere was no emotion in his voice as 
he said quietly: “It’s a hot night, Rand.” 

“You drove over without lights,” Ran- 
dolph commented. 

“They went wrong on me before I 
turned into your road. A loose con- 
nection, because they came on when I 
hit that first bump in your driveway.” 
He half turned in his chair. “Did you 
say Fauneil was here?” 

“As a matter of fact,” Randolph an- 
swered shortly, “she isn’t.” = __ 

“But there was a woman here a min- 
” 

“Not Fauneil?” 
“Not Fauneil.” 
“You see,” Benje said in a queer, ab- 

sent voice, “the trouble is in your lying | 
to me. That’s what makes it look bad. 
I know she’s going to marry me. I’m 
as certain of thet as I am of the sunrise 
in the mawnin’.” Oddly now his precise 
English was leaving him, and he was 
dropping back into the drawling, ungram- 
matical vernacular of his class. “So effen 
you had said to me that she’d come to 
tell you good-by, I’d have understood. 
But you done lied. As if you was cov- 
erin’ up somethin’, Thet’s whut makes 
it look bad. You done lied to me.” 

“Don’t be a fool!” Randolph rasped. 
“T whupped you once fo’ messin’ round 

with my affairs,’ Benje said softly. 
“When we were kids. You haint fo’- 
gotten thet, Rand?” 

“You never whupped me in your life,” 
Randolph jeered. 

There was no mirth in Benje’s an- 
swering laugh. He ran the limp hand- 
kerchief across his face and brow. 
Presently he said: “A man’s got a right 
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to his pride. I’ve come up from nuthin’. 
Now I’ve got plenty money, plenty pow- 
er. I’m a fit match fo’ even Fauneil. 
I’ve done whut she asked. I’ve got whut 
she wants. I’ve held up my end of the 
bargain. She’s got to hold up her end. 
I aint marryin’ no woman whut’s messin’ 
round with otheh men. A man’s got a 
right to his pride.” 

"THE screen door was pushed open, and 
Fauneil came out on the gallery. 

“You’re right, Fred,’ she said, her 
voice low and quiet. “A man has a 
right to his pride. I came over to see 
Rand and to say good-by to him. I 
told him that I was going to marry you 
this year. We got caught up in a per- 
fectly natural emotional tide, because, as 
you know, we’d been sweethearts.” 

“Yes,” Benje returned mildly. ‘“Thet 
part seems natural. I can understand 
thet. Whut I can’t understand is why he 
lied. He didn’t need to lie. And he 
never had thet kind of reputation. Of 
co’se he was aimin’ to protect you. But 
how come you need protection?” 

“Perhaps your snooping around with- 
out lights on your car had something 
to do with it,” Randolph snapped. 

“Yet I told you the truth,” Benje re- 
plied. ‘“Thet there connection is loose.” 
He swung on Fauneil abruptly. “You 
should have remembered thet,” he shot at 
her. “We had the same trouble last 
night. But you didn’t remember. Why?” 

“T don’t know,” she stammered. 
“T reckon I know,” he said. ‘“Thet 

embrace I saw y’-all in was intended as a 
preliminary—to other things. Things he'd 
talked you into, because of the hurt 
you’d done him.” 

“You're crazy,” Randolph said. 
Benje ignored the remark. “Thet’s 

how it was, Fauneil,” he said with con- 
viction. “I’m willin’ to leave it at thet, 
whar yo’re concerned. But I'll have 
somethin’ to say to Rand; yeh, plenty. 
All you have to do to square yo’se’f with 
me is to tell me that whut I done said is 
right. Thet it was his doin’, his per- 
suasion.” 

She backed away from him. “I don’t 
understand,” she replied, her lips stiff. 

“You understand well ’nough,” he as- 
sured her gently. “There was somethin’ 

in the way he held you, which you al- 
lowed—thet done told me. He made free 
with you. Anyone would have seen it. 
But all you got to do is to tell me thet 
he done the persuadin’. I'll understand 
just why you allowed it. Thet’s clear.” 

She stood before Benje, stricken, Ran- 
dolph thought; and the contempt which 
he felt for her distress and fear was sub- 
merged by sudden deep pity. He saw, as 
she must be seeing, the collapse of her 
long-held plans which had cost her so 
much, so much more than she could care 
to admit, unless she threw out the lie 
which Benje demanded. He knew that 
the lie must be forthcoming, and the 
thought grew unbearable to him. He 
shouted furiously: “Damn you, Benje, 
let her alone! You know as well as I 
do that I forced her into the kiss you 
saw!” 

Benje smiled. “Sure you did,” he said 
easily. “Only, I want her to tell me. A 
man’s got his pride—” 

Fauneil raised her head. “You’re clever, 
Fred,” she said; and to Randolph’s sur- 
prise, her voice was unperturbed. “You’ve 
contrived very nicely to put me on the 
spot. But I’m going to surprise you— 
both of you. I'm not going to lie. It 
was my fault tonight, not Rand’s. / did 
the persuading. . . I’m sorry about 
your pride. But you'll punish me amply 
by throwing me over as I deserve. All 
my plans gone flooey! They weren’t 
particularly honorable plans, but they 
were brave. Yes, brave! I suffered 
enough for them. And I'll go on suffer- 
ing among their wreckage.” 

She drew herself up, and there was a 
compelling dignity about her. 

“Sorry,” she said. “And good-by.” 
On the northern horizon the heat-light- 

ning unrolled as she walked with her lithe 
stride down the gravel walk. 

Randolph sat up stiffly in his chair. 
“T wouldn’t follow her now,” Benje 

said quietly. “Tomorrow. She'll need 
a little time.” 

The stiffness went out of Randolph’s 
body. He slumped back into his chair. 
“I’m sorry,” he said huskily. “I didn’t 
understand.” 

Benje raised his head. It took an ob- 
vious effort to do it—as though it was 
weighted with lead. “A man’s got a 

right to his pride.” His voice held a 
low, pained doggedness. “I’ve done lifted 
myself from the bottom. I’m a big man 
today; I'll be a bigger man tomorrow. 
I got a right to expect from the woman 
I marry mo’ than she would give me. 
Mo’ than she could give me. Whut I 
wanted from her she had given to you. 
And she couldn’t take it back. I saw thet 
she tried.” 

Randolph was silent. Benje turned in 
his chair. His voice held half-grudging 
admiration. “She wouldn’t lie,” he said. 
“She’s never lied.” 

“To anyone but herself,” said Randolph. 
“You'll marry her, Rand.” 
“Yes. If she’ll have me.” 

ENJE nodded with a kind of dull 
satisfaction. He rose, and the hand- 

kerchief he lifted to his brow trembled. 
The soaked white shirt clung to his pow- 
erfully muscled chest. It rose and fell as 
though he had been running a race. He 
did not extend a hand, but his voice was 
without rancor as he said: “A man has 
a right to his pride.” He went down the 
steps. 

Aunt Cindy came out on the gallery. 
“You've been listening,” Randolph chid- 

ed her gently. “You were at your window.” 
“Ah done ove’heah,” she returned with 

dignity. Her voice became sharp. “Whut 
foh yo’ sittin’ heah? How come yo’ don’t 
clinch de mattah wit’ Miss Fauneil while 
hit’s’ hot? A good man in his hones’ 
pride done mek way foh yo’. How come 
yo’ don’ ack?” 

“Tomorrow,” he answered. 
to give her time.” 

“Time!” she snorted. 
Miss Fauneil didn’ go home. Unc’ Ben 
done met her on de path. She was 
gwine to’d de bayou. She was gwine to 
dat seat she done use all de time yo’ 
wuz gone.” She turned her broad back 
to him. “Time!” she exclaimed violent- 
ly. “Dey’s been enough time—los’ time!” 

She heard him go down the steps. For 
a long moment she stood motionless, in- 
tent, listening to the crunch of the gravel 
under his feet. She sat down then, and 
rocked back and forth with a slow, peace- 
ful calmness. Her lips moved; soon her 
voice rose. In her powerful deep con- 
tralto she was singing a lullaby. 

“Tt’s best 

“Unc’ Ben say 

THE MAN THEY SHARED 

forgets it himself, at times,” Enid had 
replied. ... 

But she had taxed him with it, almost 
at once, when next he came to tea with 
her. She knew it was a mistake, but she 
couldn’t help it. 
“Why didn’t you tell me,” she demand- 

ed, “that you were married?” 
“Does it interest you particularly?” he 

answered impudently. 
“Why, of course!” Enid had replied. 

“Why haven’t I known your wife?” 
A little frown had drawn Eric’s dark 

brows together. He fingered his spoon 
nervously, and his eyes evaded hers. 

“Shall I be quite frank with you, 
Enid?” he asked. 

“Why, of course!” she said again. 
“Well—Viola doesn’t always like my 

friends—the ones that I like especially 
well. She—it’s hard to say, but perhaps 

(Continued from page 49) 

you should know. She’s a jealous woman 
where I’m concerned. It’s not easy for 
me, sometimes.” 

Enid had put down her cup and held 
out a hand to him sympathetically across 
the litter of the tea-table. He had taken 
it and raised it to his lips. 
“You—don’t mind?” he asked. 
“No. Why should I? I’m sorry for 

you; that’s all.” 
“But—you don’t understand. It’s you, 

you, Enid, that I’m thinking of. Viola 
might be—well, unpleasant, about our 
friendship.” 

Enid was ready with a generous an- 
swer. 

“Should we let that interfere? I want 
to do what is easiest—easiest for you!” 

He had kissed her hand again, and 
held it for a breathless moment against 
his cheek. Enid had withdrawn it. then, 

gently, and he had let it go with a sigh. 
They hadn’t spoken of Viola again. But 
they understood each other so well that it 
wasn’t necessary. Soon afterward Enid 
had met Viola. And oddly enough, Viola 
had been cordial... . 

She had almost forgotten about Eric, 
thinking about Viola. How surprised he 
would be when she told him that she 
was having tea with his wife this very 
afternoon. For they were lunching to- 
gether, she and Eric, in a quiet little tea- 
room just off the Avenue. 

She asked him almost at once, as soon 
as the waitress had written down their 
order and left them: “Guess,” she de- 
manded, “guess who I’m having tea with, 
this afternoon.” 

Eric laughed at her, leaning toward her 
across the little table. 

“Very well,” he said, “I’ll guess the 



most improbable person I can think of. 
My wife.” 

“She told you! You knew!” Enid 
cried in dismay, 

“You’re not! It isn’t!” he cried back | 
at her. 

“But it is, it is!” Enid insisted, and | 
waited for him to be pleased with her. 

He wasn’t pleased. She saw it almost 
at once. The smile left his eyes, al- 
though his lips held it stiffly. He was 
annoyed. 

“T can’t see why, Enid,” he began. “It | 
—well, it doesn’t seem—exactly sporting, 
does it?” 

“Eric! Why not? Why ever not? 
There isn’t a reason in the world why I 
shouldn’t have tea with Viola. And she 
made such a point of it! Why, she in- 
sisted—simply insisted!” 

“Very well,” Eric said coldly. “If you 
wish to. But I’ve warned you, Enid. 
Viola’s apt to be—well, not pleasant, to 
say the least.” 

The rest of the luncheon hadn’t gone 
well. Eric had sent back his eggs Béné- 
dict because they weren’t hot, and had 
spoken sharply to the waitress. Enid had 
wondered if ever, ever, under any cir- 
cumstances, he would speak to her like 
that. She almost wished he would... . 
Wade, now: Wade never lost his temper. 
Good old Wade! 

But before they parted, they sat for a 
moment in the quiet hall of the building 
at the entrance to the tea-room. And 
then and there Eric had made it all right 
about his bad temper and sharp speech. 

“T can’t stand it, Enid,” he had said. 
“Caring for you the way I do. Seeing you 
only a few minutes at a time, stealing an 
hour—when I want you always! Why 
should we wait? We could go to Europe, 
Enid—or anywhere you liked.” 

IOLA was waiting by the fire, the 
tea-things beside her. Behind her on a 

long table stood an alabaster lamp, shin- 
ing like a golden moon. There was some- 
thing lovely about Viola, though the worn 
look was more apparent, now, than ever. 
Perhaps it was because she was so quiet, 
so calm, so undisturbed. Enid felt her 
own excitement rising to meet Viola’s 
poise. She was taking something away 
from Viola, something that Viola wanted 
to keep—something that she would fight 
for. But it would be of no use: Enid 
had won already, if only Viola knew. 
She had never felt more sure of herself. 

“T was afraid,” Viola said as she hand- 
ed her the tea, “that you might have for- 
gotten.” 

Enid laughed. “Forgotten? No, in- 
deed. I’ve been wanting to come.” 

She was sitting very straight; the color 
burned in her cheeks; her heart was 
pounding with excitement. 

“Tt’s so seldom,” Viola continued, “that 
any of Eric’s friends are mine too. He 
has so many friends, I really can’t keep 
up with them.” 

She wanted to talk about Eric, then. 
Enid wondered if that was the reason 
for all this—to talk about Eric. To beg 
for him, perhaps. She gave a sidewise 
glance at Viola, leaning back in her low 
chair. Viola’s eyes were lifted to hers, 
with a tired, ironic smile. 

“You are very good,” Enid leaned for- 
ward and helped herself to a small cake, 
“to share him—with his friends.” 
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“Share him?” There was a slight 
question in Viola’s voice, “Yes, I sup- 
pose so.” She put down her teacup. 

“Perhaps we're all a bit alike,” she 
said, and even her voice was tired, mo- 
notonous with boredom. “I suppose all 
wives are a bit fed up with marriage. . . . 
No, I don’t mean quite that, either. With 
their husbands, really!” As she glanced 
up at Enid, an amused smile came and 
went on her lips. “Good old Eric!” she 
said gently. ‘“He’s as nice as can be. I 
shouldn’t be talking about him like this. 
Not even to you-—his friend. But I 
know him so well. I could almost tell 
you, now, the color of the tie he will 
wear tcmorrow!” 

Enid took a cigarette from the little 
gold case in her bag and lighted it with 
trembling fingers. She tried to laugh, 
to say something, to break in on this 
moment, but she couldn’t. 

“T’ve been wishing,” Viola continued, 
“that Eric would run over to Europe this 

voice is in its first bloom. It’s enchanting. 
But there’s something wanting, neverthe- 
less.” 

“What is it exactly?” 
“The intensely vital feeling of life, 

warm pulsating life, isn’t in it. Some- 
times I feel as if Mother had kept Su- 
zanne away from too much.” 

“Have you known her long?” 
“Longer than I have known you.” 
“Alas, we only met here three days 

ago!” 
“T have met Suzanne and Mother in 

Paris a few times. We were never at all 
intimate till we chanced to come to- 
gether here. Now we are getting a little 
more forward. But Mother neither likes 
me nor trusts me. That I know.” 

“Tf that is so, would the girl be al- 
lowed to make friends with you?” 

“In little things she ‘sometimes takes 
her own way. And I think Mother, be- 
ing at times intelligent, finds it wise to 
be tactful. But only over the small 
things. She considers me, I’m sure, a 
very small thing. But even so, she 
watched out for me. That maid was 
sent, as you saw. And had Suzanne been 
with us for ten minutes?” * 

“Scarcely more.” 
Boresco lit a cigarette and was silent 

for a minute. Then he said: 
“Tt is a mistake for an artist to have an 

American mother. Where from, by the 
way?” 

“Boston, I understand.” 
“A widow? A divorcée? A married 

woman?” 
“A widow of many days; and of course 

Suzanne’s an only child.” 
“T more than suspected that.” 
“Mother’s fiercely ambitious for her. 

You know that rather tiresome cliche 
about living for an art, ‘my art’?” 
“Mon Dieu—yes!” 
“Suzanne never utters it, but I think 

she’s one who really carries that cliche 
into action—one of the very few.” 

“She is very good-looking. Has she 
never had a lover?” 

“A lover!” Madam Pangalos raised 
her long dark eyebrows. “In what sense 
are you using that word?” 

summer. I wanted to talk to you about 
it. I thought—perhaps you could per- 
suade him. I’m sure the trip would do 
him good; and—well, I should be free 
for a while.” 

Enid put down her cup. “What would 
you do?” she asked. She wanted her 
voice to sound light and careless, but it 
was low and breathless, instead. 

“Do?” Viola’s hands unclasped and 
slipped along the arms of her chair.. The 
fingers relaxed gently. “Do?” she said 
again. ‘“Why—lI think I would work in 
my garden!” She sighed a little. “Per- 
haps you can persuade him,” she repeat- 
ed with a smile. “Do tell him I don't 
need him, if he says he can’t leave me.” 

Enid rose, digging her hands tightly into 
her little muff... . 

Millie had removed the spot from the 
heel of the white satin slipper. The dress 
was all that Enid had hoped. She stood 
before the full-length mirror and sur- 
veyed herself carefully. Yes, it was 

quite all right. But it didn’t matter. 
Tonight at the Chapmans’ she would see 
Eric, and his eyes would light up at the 
sight of her; but it didn’t matter at all. 
Viola didn’t want him. Viola wanted him 
to go away—she wanted to be free. Viola 
would rather work in her garden! 

Enid’s eyes filled with sharp stinging 
tears. She brushed them away angrily; 
and there, behind her in the glass, was 
Wade. ... He caught her by the arm 
and turned her about to the shelter of his 
broad shoulder. 

“What is _ it, asked. 
“You're crying!” 

“No, I’m not! Not really. Don’t ask 
me, Wade. It isn’t anything.” 
Wade kissed her. 
“Tt’s that woman,” he said slowly. 

“Mrs. Redgeway. I told you, Enid.” 
“Told me what?” Enid half turned, the 

lip-stick in her hand. 
“T told you,” he repeated, “that she’d 

put poison in your tea.” 

darling?” he 

THE PYRAMID 
(Continued from page 20) 

“Oh, only in the sense of a pretendant!” 
“In that sense, I’m sure she has. But 

that she has never loved, I am ready to 
swear. She is untouched. She remains in 
cold storage.” 

“T am not sure that I look forward to 
‘Aida’ tonight.” 

“Tt’s a lovely voice and perfectly 
placed. An ugly sound that girl cannot 
make. Mother has seen to that, too.” 

“Another moment, and I shall say,”— 
he broke into English,—‘“Mother be 
damned!” 

Chapter Two 

A Mena House, late that night, two 
women wrapped up in furs, and with 

veils of silk round their heads, hurried up 
the steps from a car, crossed the terrace 
and entered the hall, where a very few 
people were still scattered having drinks 
and light things to eat. These people 
looked curiously at the two women, who 
were followed by Berberine servants 
carrying masses of flowers. 

“There they are!” 
“There she is!” 
“T wonder if she’s tired.” 
“She must be tremendously excited!” 
“What marvelous flowers!” 
At last safe in their sitting-room facing 

the Great Pyramid, the curtains drawn, a 
wood fire blazing, a supper-table spread, 
mother and daughter threw their arms 
round each other. Mother’s handsome 
strong face was suspiciously wet. 

“Mother! What is the matter?” 
“Such a triumph! I must cry a little 

about it. That’s natural. Did you ever 
see such a bower? We might be in fairy- 
land.” 

“They are lovely.” 
Susie went the round of the bouquets 

and baskets. 
“Roses of Egypt! Oh, Mother!” 
And suddenly she burst into tears. 
“There now! That’s your fault, Mother!” 
She threw herself into a chair. 
“How silly we are! But singing ‘Aida 

for the first time, in Egypt too, and to 
such an audience, and feeling I really was 

? 

Aida, and knowing that the Nile, the 
wonderful Nile, was quite close to me 
with its lateen sails, and its boatmen’s 
cries, and its palm trees—all there! Let’s 
eat! I’m hungry now. Come, Mother!” 

While Susie was saying these words, in 
a bedroom not far off the pen of Stephen 
Harlande was rapidly tracing this sentence: 

“Miss Blyde’s voice sounded if pos- 
sible more crystal-clear, more flutelike 

than ever; but it certainly did not sound 
at all like the voice of that Nile-creature, 

that hot-blooded female being of palm 

groves and sun blaze, formed for the 

glory of passion and the agony of de- 

spair, that we know as Aida.” 

In the Mena House, in the Semiramis 
Hotel, in acountry-house not far from Marg, 
Madam Pangalos, Monsieur Boresco and 
Adrian Vereker read Stephen Harlande’s 
double-column article in the Egyptian 
Chronicle on the previous night’s per- 
formance of “Aida.” Hundreds of people 
in Cairo read it too: Britishers, Ameri- 
cans, Greeks, Turks, Levantines, Egyp- 
tians. It was read in the legations of the 
various countries accredited to Egypt. 
The Swedish minister read it; the Ger- 
man minister read it; the American 
minister read it. At the Residency facing 
the Nile it was read. His Majesty looked 
at it in the Palace of Koubbeh. By night- 
fall Stephen Harlande’s opinion, expressed 
with pungent clarity, was all over Cairo 
and Alexandria. It flowed like a stream 
through the minds of women and men, 
affecting their thoughts. 

Mrs. Harlande read it. 
Mrs. Blyde read it. 
The paper reached Mena House be- 

tween four and five, and many people 
who had driven out to Mena House to 
have tea, as well as most of those staying 
there, had it in their hands by five o’clock. 
And as the crowd in the opera-house on 
the previous night had been exceptionally 
great, an exceptionally large number of 
people were personally interested in the 
article. For they had seen and had heard 
and had applauded Suzanne Blyde and 
felt, many of them, almost as if they 
knew her. 



Those who had been in the hall, and 
had seen the two women pass by, wrapped 
in furs and silk veils, attended by Ber- 
berines with their arms full of flowers, 
were specially interested in the article, for 
they had been brushed by the wings of 
Suzanne’s triumph, and had wished it 
were theirs. 
Now they stared at the reverse side of 

the medal. 

WEEN the paper came, Madam Pan- 
galos was lying on a sofa in her sit- 

ting-room, which communicated with a 
terrace above the veranda of the hotel. 

She got up and touched a bell. A waiter 
came. 

“T want my maid, please. Can you tell 
her? You know her room?” 

“Yes, madam.” 
Madam Pangalos returned to the sofa. 

In a moment a middle-aged woman ap- 
peared. She was an Italian from Como. 

Speaking in Italian, Madam Pangalos 
asked the maid if she knew where Miss 
Blyde and her mother were. The maid 
did not know. 

“Find out for me—discreetly; and come 
and tell me.” 

The woman uttered an almost inaudible 
“Si,” and vanished. 

She came back very soon and said: 
“The Signora Mother is shut up in her 

bedroom.” 
“Shut up?” 
“Si, signora. It seems she is writing.” 
“Ah! And the Signorina?” 
“The Signorina is walking up and down 

on the terrace.” 
“Alone?” 
“Si, signora. Quite alone.” 
“Go to her, and beg her to come to me. 

I specially want to speak to her.” 
It seemed to her rather a long time be- 

fore there was a tap on the sitting-room 
door. 

“Please come in!” she called. 
The door was opened, and Suzanne 

Blyde came in. 
“Did you want me?” she said. 
“Yes. Will you have anything?” 
“No, thanks.” 
The girl came up to the sofa. Her face 

looked hard; her eyes were unusually 
bright. She gave Madam Pangalos the 
impression of one bracing herself up to 
be defiant, to face something defiantly. 

“T have been reading the article in 
the Egyptian Chronicle,’ said Madam 
Pangalos, putting her hand on the news- 
paper. 
“Have you? Mother's just answering it. 

He fs shut up in her bedroom, answering c O G N A el 8 Me A N D . | 

“Do sit down, Suzanne.” 
The girl sat down. Madam Pangalos : s Cognac regi ranc 

sat up on her sofa, cushions behind her. Life relis along today fm the on of F ° 
“Suzanne!” she said. “I don’t know you | much as it did one hundred and seventy years ago. 

very well yet, but I am fond of you.” > 
“Thank you.” Today, as then, accepted vinegrowers trundle their 

ina — ph we - — your | choice crus to the Hennessy warehouses, where they 

Ed ll pase hae 5 of course?” | 28¢ skillfully blended and stored to await the magic 

“Of course!” ; mellowing of time. And today, as then, the bouquet and 
“I was not so very surprised to see Mr. 

Harlande’s name attached to a critique in | “clean” taste of Hennessy make it the preferred liqueur 
hi f i i h ~ 

. “He's tay pmo eee everywhere... Distilled and bottled at Cognac, France. 
“I don’t believe it.” 
“He has aitacked me in America. Now Se ee ee 

he comes over here and attacks me here.” ' Schieffelin & Co., New York City. Importers since 1794 

This advertisement is not intended to offer alcoholic beverages for sale or delivery in any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof is unlawful. 



78 

“He can’t have come to Egypt to at- 
tack you, Suzanne.” 

“I don’t say that. But finding himself 
here, and seeing his chance, he took it. 
He must have persuaded the Egyptian 
Chronicle people to open their columns to 
him.” 

“T doubt that. It’s much more likely 
that they found out he was here and 
asked him to write a critique.” 
“Anyhow, it doesn’t matter. All singers, 

all artists, have to face hostility—all 
writers, everyone who does anything worth 
while. It’s the price we must pay.” 

“Tell me something, Suzanne. Do you 
think Stephen Harlande a man of value?” 

UZANNE looked at Madam Pangalos 
with a sudden flicker of suspicion. 

“T think he’s my enemy.” 
“But is he a man of value?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Has he a great knowledge of music? 

Has he studied it for most of his life? 
How has he become an authority, a 
recognized authority on music?” 

“T suppose he knows a good deal about 
music.” 

“A great deal?” 
“He may. I dare say he does.” 
“Ts there any reason that you know of 

why he should be your enemy?” 
“T don’t know any.” 
“But can there be? Does he know you 

or your mother?” 
“No.” 

“Has either of you ever offended him, 
injured him?” 

“Not that we know of. No.” 
“Why, then, should he be your enemy?” 
Suzanne was silent. Her young face 

looked rigid. And now her bright eyes 
were cast down. 

“Suzanne, he is not your enemy. He is 
your friend.” 

Suzanne looked up quickly. “How can 
you say that, when he runs me down in 
this dreadful public way, when he does 
me this terrible harm with the public?” 

“T don’t want to hurt- you; I am fond 
of you. I believe in you, in your future, 
if—” 

“Tf what?” 
“If you release yourself from cold 

storage.” 
“T have no idea what you mean.” 
The sun had set; the daylight was fad- 

ing fast. Madam Pangalos stifled a cough. 
“Do you mind closing that window for 

me, Suzanne?” she said. “You must think 
of your voice.” 

“Oh, my voice!” Suzanne exclaimed 
with intense bitterness. But she went 
across the room, closed the big window 
and came back to the sofa. 

“And you might turn on the light by 
the mirror.” 

Suzanne obeyed. 
“Sit down here on the sofa beside me. 

That’s it. Now—by cold storage, I mean 
that you are kept too apart from life. It 
isn’t as if you were just a mere marriage- 
able girl. You are not. You are an opera- 
singer. You are a girl with a gift which 
you offer to the public first in one great 
city, then in another. It may be New 
York, Paris, London. It may be Cairo. 
You are ambitious, aren’t you?” 

“Ves, of course.” 
“And you have an ambitious mother. 

She is good, I am sure. But I do not be- 
lieve she is good for you. You will keep 

this to yourself, I know. I trust you com- 
pletely for that.” 

She paused, but Suzanne didn’t say 
anything. She sat quite still on the sofa 
with her hands in her lap. Madam Pan- 
galos could not tell what she was feeling, 
whether she was angry, interested, or only 
coldly hostile. 

“Mr. Harlande feels as I do, I am sure, 
though he could not put it into print.” 

“You mean that he has made you feel 
as he does, Madam Pangalos. You were 
not like this last night. You took both my 
hands and congratulated me. Were you 
insincere then? Or are you insincere now?” 

Madam Pangalos seemed to hesitate. 
She wanted to be precise; and because of 
that, she was trying to be very clear with 
herself. At last she said: 

“You may not believe it, perhaps, but 
I think I was sincere last night, and am 
also sincere now. Your voice is so beauti- 
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ful that it entrances. You use it well. Mr. 
Harlande says that. And I had to con- 
gratulate you. For you had given me and 
hundreds of others great pleasure. But 
when I read the article, I knew that un- 
derneath my pleasure there had lain a 
consciousness of something lacking. And 
Mr. Harlande has told me what it was.” 

“Very kind of him! No doubt I ought 
to be grateful.” 

“Suzanne dear, your voice is lovely, and 
beautifully used, as regards method. But 
you do not color it. You do not get the 
color of life into it. And that is what you 
must do. Then you will be a great instead 
of a merely charming singer.” 

“The color of life—what is that?” 
“Do you study faces?” 
“T often look at them carefully. I 

don’t know about studying.” 
“Do you read what is written on them, 

as you read what is written in a book? 
Many of us women go to specialists in 
beauty in order that they may blot out 
what is written on our faces. We are 
afraid of its marring them. And a good 
deal can be done. But the record of life 
can, I think, never be quite blotted out. 
Look at me!” 

Suzanne, although reluctant, and still 
feeling an intense self-defensive hostility 
to this woman whom she knew that she 
liked, nevertheless, very much, obeyed: 
she looked steadily at’ Madam Pangalos. 
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“What can you read in my face? 
Suzanne was silent. 
“Do not be afraid. Tell me. I too 

have been to a specialist in beauty; but 
all the same, use your bright young eyes 
and let me see if you know how to read.” 

At last Suzanne said: 
“T can read that you have suffered.” 
“Yes?” 
“That perhaps you still suffer. I can 

read that you feel very deeply under- 
neath your calm easy manner.” 

“Anything more?” 
“TIsn’t that enough? 

said too much.” 
No.” 

“T can read that you have known much, 
a great deal more than I have.” 

“Known much, you say. And of what 
nature is this knowledge?” 

Suzanne waited. 
“Do not hesitate. Go on. I allow you.” 
“Mother often calls things crazy.” 
“Ah!” 
“She calls many things ‘crazy doings.’ ” 
“Ves?” 
“T seem to read in your face that you 

have taken part in ‘crazy doings.’ I don’t 
want to be rude. You have asked me.” 

“You could not be rude to me. I know 
that. In spite of what you have said, you 
like me; and I like you. Do not avoid 
all the so-called crazy doings of life, Su- 
zanne. Do. not keep away from life. Do 
not shun life. Do not allow yourself al- 
ways to be wrapped about by the skirts of 
Mother. If you do, you may have a com- 
fortable life, smooth, with few wrinkles 
upon it. But you will never have a great 
life. And your voice will never grow into 
what it should be. You thought you were 
being Aida last night, perhaps; but you 
were not. May I ask you a very intimate 
question?” 

“Ves,” 

“Except of course your mother, have 
you ever loved anyone very much?” 

na) Ne 

“Have you ever felt you could?” 
“T suppose I could. I must be like other 

girls. But I have lived so much for my 
voice. I have always been studying, sing- 
ing, getting ready for fresh efforts.” 

Tears started into her eyes. 
“I: made my greatest effort last night. 

And this is what I get for it.” 

ADAM PANGALOS took her hand. 
“My dear, you say you have lived 

for your voice. You have, I am sure. But 
perhaps not in the right way. You must 
live for life itself, and then perhaps the 
rest will come. Do not let your dear good 
mother prescribe for you any more. She 
is a splendid mother. But she does not 
know; she would keep you in cotton wool 
like a precious jewel—but of what good 
is a jewel kept in a box?” 

“But I am before the public.” 
“True! Yet still in Mother’s arms! By 

nature I am reserved. I have striven to 
rid myself of my reserve, and have par- 
tially succeeded. But I am still a naturally 
secretive woman. It is not often I speak 
as I have spoken to you. And I will even 
say more: I have suffered; I do suffer. I 
have loved; I do love. I have no voice 
for singing. But if I had—oh, there 
would be so much of color in it! Give 
yourself to life. Don’t be afraid of crazy 
doings. Tiens! Only last night there was 
a crazy doing here.” 

Perhaps I have 

“ 



“What was it?” 
“A young man, an Austrian, though he 

has an Italian name, Baron Philippo Cora 
—it seems that his grandfather inherited 
estates in Austria from an Austrian branch 
of the family, and became naturalized, 
and his mother is Viennese—for a bet 
climbed the Great Pyramid by night all 
alone, carrying an electric lamp. Crazy, 
if you like. But Cora won his bet. And 
I admire him. I like youth to do such 
stupid wild things, moved by the blood. 
I wish you too, Suzanne, to climb your 
Pyramid, and perhaps on a night not lit 
by the moon, when Mother is asleep.” 

There came a tap at the door. 
“Entrez!” called Madam Pangalos. 
A Berberine came in with a card on a 

tray, and gave it to Madam Pangalos. 
“It is Mr. Vereker,” said Madam Pan- 

galos. 
Suzanne got up quickly. 
“Tl go. I don’t want to see him— 

that is, people, just now. Good-by. Thank 
you. 

She went swiftly out of the room, 

Chapter Three 

"THERE was a log fire burning in the 
hall. In front of it were standing 

Monsieur Pangalos and a young man 
who looked, Madam Pangalos thought, 
like a tall Siegfried. Passionately fond of 
Wagner’s music, which all women of a 
certain temperament love, and must love 
for obvious reasons, she had seen many 
Siegfrieds. Some of them had been very 
bulky; some had had remarkable muscles. 
But she could not remember that one of 
them had been a really tall man. This 
young man was tall, a young giant with 
a throat like a column, broad but not 
heavy shoulders, a tanned but naturally 
fair face, blue eyes and a round head 
thickly covered with straw-colored hair. 
He had muscular brown hands with long 
fingers. On his short upper lip was a 
close-clipped mustache of fine, not coarse 
hair. He had an obstinate round chin, a 
short straight nose—no bend in it—a not 
disagreeably sensual mouth. To Madam 
Pangalos, he looked like a child of nature 
who, nevertheless, knew all about society, 
and had certainly been in cities and draw- 
ing-rooms. Completely un-self-conscious, 
apparently, he was surely shrewdly ob- 
servant of others. His blue eyes were 
calmly watchful as he stood by the fire. 

“A marvelous boy!” she thought, as she 
held out her hand. 

But was he a boy? If so, she had never 
seen one who was more of a man. And 
he was a married man too. He was twen- 
ty-eight, though she didn’t know that. 

What a grip he had! And when he 
smiled, what wonderful teeth, rather large, 
even and white as milk! 

When he spoke in greeting, she knew 
that he had a strong tenor voice. 

“You ought to go on the stage, and 
sing and act Siegfried!” she said. 

He laughed. ‘“That’s what they all say. 
But not for the world, though I love 
music. I’m Viennese, you know.” 

“TI thought you were from Trieste.” 
“They all say that. We had a property 

near Trieste, not far from the Miramar 
Palace. But that was only for summer. 
We belong to poor ruined Vienna.” 

“You do not look ruined.” 
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He laughed, and his laugh was as strong 
as his hands. 

“Oh, as to that J am all right. But 
Vienna!” 

He lifted his hands and let out a sigh 
that was almost a gasp. 
“We know that, my husband and I, 

Don’t we, Nicholas?” 
“T should think so indeed! I am often 

in Vienna on business. The other day I 
went to the great ride in the Prater that 
used to be thronged with horsemen and 
beautiful women. Nobody! But not even 
one! Where is Miss Blyde, Natica? Is 
she coming?” 

“I suppose so. If she were not, she 
would surely have let me know. Suzanne 
Blyde, the opera-singer,” she explained to 
the Baron. 

“The girl they attacked two weeks ago! 
But I heard her just last night in “Tra- 
viata.’ She has a lovely voice, and is 
very good-looking. I hope she comes.” 

“Do you think the attacks are fair, 
Baron?” 

“Well—is she a great friend of yours?” 
“Does that matter? I will not repeat.” 
“Then I do not think she has enough 

passion when it comes to emotional sing- 
ing. It is too like a boy, when she is dying 
of consumption and her lover comes. A 
lovely voice, but perhaps she needs wak- 
ing up. Not by real consumption, though. 
I do not mean that.” 

And he laughed again, like one in such 
fine animal spirits that he needed to laugh. 

At that moment Suzanne Blyde came 
quietly into the hal!, dressed in pale blue, 
and with a curiously hard look on her face. 
“Am I late? Have I kept you waiting?” 
She shook hands quickly with Monsieur 

Pangalos; still keeping the hard look, as 
if to cover up something that perhaps 
was not hard at all. 

“Only a moment. We were very punc- 
tual. Baron, allow me—Baron Cora— 
Miss Blyde.” 

Suzanne bowed, in a rather negligent 
way. Madam Pangalos realized that she 
was very perturbed. 

“Come! We will go in,” she said. “We 
dine on the balcony.” 

As they went toward the dining-hall, 
she murmured to Suzanne, when the two 
men were behind them: 

“Did Mother mind?” 
“Yes!” said Suzanne. “She did!” 
“Don’t you mind, or our evening will 

be spoiled. This way. We are on the 
right—there in the corner at the end.” 

AS they sat down, Madam Pangalos saw 
Baron Cora send a long appraising 

look at Suzanne Blyde. This look she 
found almost impudent in its summing-up 
definiteness. It was a too-naked look, she 
thought, and gave her a suddenly definite 
knowledge of one side of his character. 
He was an audacious young egoist, quite 
careless of the opinion of others about 
himself. That look proved it to her. 
What mattered. to him was what he 
thought of people, only that. He wore an 
armor of self-confidence. Women must 
have flattered him to death. Of course! 
He was a young god in his own estimation, 
treading the earth with winged feet. Again 
she thought of the young Siegfried, in 
the forest, forging the sword. A glorious 
young animal, this Baron Cora, rioting in 
supreme health and strength and vitality. 
And she felt* his vitality like a stream 

flowing over her. But he didn’t entirely 
attract her. Never could she fall in love 
with him. There was something that would 
put an embargo on that possibility. Yet 
he had a great deal of charm, was friendly 
and genial, and had a readiness to be 
pleased that was a godsend in a guest. 

He was a talker, too, had the ready 
tongue of one full of bubbling life and 
careless of the future. And he cheerfully 
ignored the reticence of Suzanne Blyde, 
who although she had defiantly come, was 
obviously not at her ease—was perhaps in 
a state of bristling self-defense. 

The situation no doubt was difficult for 
her. There were many people dining, and 
now everyone knew who she was, and was 
curious about her as a subject of public 
controversy. Probably almost all those 
who stared at her had read the Egyptian 
Chronicle, and were wondering how she 
felt about the assault on her reputation as 
an artiste. And the recollection of Stephen 
Harlande’s critique was of course still fresh 
in almost all memories. 

Suzanne, Madam Pangalos felt, had 
reason for being self-conscious. 

Monsieur Boresco was sitting at dinner 
quite near to them, with a shiny young 
man, very smart, who looked like a Levan- 
tine Jew. He had bowed and smiled and 
looked very intelligent and alert as they 
came in; but Madam Pangalos did not 
think Suzanne Blyde had seen him. She 
had just spoken of Mother, and had been 
so preoccupied. Now, however, she was 
sitting opposite to him and must surely 
soon see him. 

ONSIEUR PANGALOS, a fluent talk- 
er in several languages, seldom went 

deeply into any subject but finance. He 
used, as it were, the fringe of his mind in 
social conversation. One talked. It was 
necessary, and to him very easy; to talk 
thus, was part of life. One did it as one 
brushed one’s teeth, put on appropriate 
clothes, ate one’s dinner, played bridge, 
made love to a pretty woman who ex- 
pected it of one. He neither cared about 
such talk nor disliked it. He took it as 
part of the social game. And serious 
people felt that, and found him less in- 
teresting than his wife. “He’s just a 
terribly clever financier,” they said. “But 
she’s a real human being.” Yes, whatever 
exception might be taken to Madam Pan- 
galos, she was a real human being. Even 
the light-hearted, even the frivolous, felt 
there were depths in her. You might not 
understand her, but you knew that there 
was in her much to understand. To draw 
near to Monsieur Pangalos, you had to 
have either an acute understanding of, or 
a flair for, finance. Then he was im- 
mediately real. To draw near to Madam 
Pangalos, you had to be human, under- 
standing—if possible, subtle. Even then, 
perhaps, you were never quite close to 
her. But she was clever enough, when she 
wished, to conceal that fact. Some people 
thought that they knew her quite well. 

She had had a sort of shadowy plan in 
her head when she pressed Suzanne Blyde 
to dine that evening. An_ instinctive 
woman, some obscure and almost frag- 
mentary instinct had stirred in her. She 
had been, perhaps, pushed by two desires, 
one kindly and admirable, the other mis- 
chievous, even perverse. She had not 
analyzed them, only had felt them vaguely. 
Like floating shadows, they had moved 

nebulously in her mind. But now, seated 
at dinner with companions, these floating 
shadows took form, and the persistent 
part of her came into play. 

And that was because of Suzanne, who 
had come and who yet paradoxically was 
not wholly there. The pull of Mother 
from a distance was too. great. And this 
roused Madam Pangalos. A great feeling 
of enmity to Mother came to birth in her. 
She was not going to be “bested” by an 
American freak from New England. 

UZANNE was at her worst, Madam 
Pangalos felt. Usually frank, un-self- 

conscious, vivid and full of a healthy charm 
that was captivating, tonight she was cool 
in manner, detached, seemed at moments 
almost conceited. Certainly she looked 
very handsome. As the Baron had said, 
she was a remarkably good-looking girl. 
She had large bright brown eyes, sunshiny 
eyes; a charming head covered with rip- 
pling bright brown hair always simply 
but beautifully done, and not cut short; 
a perfect skin, clear, its hue of health a 
morass of pigments—not even, that rare 
thing, a really clever make-up; good 
features, not specially classical but piquant, 
lively and welcoming. A touch of the 
Hebe about her, a radiance of the goddess 
of youth. Nothing of the aquiline in her, 
and nothing of the sqguelette. A naturally 
beautiful figure untormented by slimming. 
That girl hadn’t lived on lemon- or orange- 
juice in the grim determination to present 
to the world an ultra-fashionable silhou- 
ette. She had an open-air look, yet not 
the casual anyhow appearance, partly 
masculine, of a girl given over to sports. 
But, Cora thought, she didn’t look at all 
like an opera-singer. 

Yet just how does, or should, an opera- 
singer look? 

But she was at her worst tonight. For 
she was clad in armor and playing a part, 
the part of a sensitive creature trying to 
pretend that she didn’t give a damn for 
anyone’s opinion of her. How different 
from the young Baron, who, Madam 
Pangalos was quite certain, really didn’t 
give a damn—but never thought about 
that. 

And Suzanne, too, was influenced by 
Mother, by the lonely woman now defied, 
perhaps for the first time, and eating a 
solitary dinner in her hotel sitting-room. 

“And cursing me!” thought Madam 
Pangalos. 

But she did not mind. Indeed, the 
thought of it amused her. Mother was 
really so funny, in the eyes of Madam 
Pangalos. 

And yet Mrs. Blyde didn’t seem funny 
to most people. Indeed, she inspired not 
a few with awe, on account of her hand- 
some upstanding appearance and quietly 
authoritative manner. She had the great 
advantage of believing thoroughly that 
what she thought suitable and right 
essentially was—in the eyes even of 
heaven, perhaps—suitable and right. She 
was not a timid adventurer along the path 
of strict respectability. Far from it! With 
eyes to the front, she marched steadily 
forward. ... 
Now she was struggling with a semi- 

cold mutton chop which she had allowed 
almost to congeal while nursing her griev- 
ances. 

The two current articles in the Egyptian 
papers had upset her terribly. She real- 
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ized, of course, that Stephen Harlande, 
with his almost unique reputation as a 
judge of musicians and music, was begin- 
ning to set a fashion. Already he had 
found two imitators in Cairo. If Harlande 
hadn’t written as he had, those two articles 
would never have been written. The bell 
wether had leaped over the gap in the 
hedge, and the sheep were following after. 
And Harlande of course had cabled his 
adverse view of Suzanne’s Aida to America 
—possibly also to London. The whole 
thing took, in her excited mind, on the 
proportions of a major catastrophe. And 
to set against it, there was only the long 
article of Boresco which appeared in 
La Bourse and which defended Suzanne. 

Mrs. Blyde had warmed to Boresco 
when she read it. She had forgotten the 
horrors of his book “La Fille de Sapho;” 
had totally forgotten her adverse opinion 
of Boresco. For he was now not merely 
a brilliant and famous novelist, but also 
a chivalrous gentleman. But unfortunate- 
ly he was not an accredited judge of 
music. He himself had acknowledged that 
in his article. He had called himself, “The, 
I hope, intelligent and at any rate much- 

traveled man in the street.” Perhaps that 
article, signed by such a well-known and 
widely popular name, would cause a re- 
action in Suzanne’s favor. Poor Mrs. 
Blyde prayed fervently that it might be 
so. But she remained greatly shaken. 
And that evening her own beloved Su- 
zanne had put the finishing touch to her 
depression, which almost amounted to 
active misery. Being at times rather 
biblically inclined, she even went so far 
as mentally to compare herself to Job 
among the potsherds, though she had only 
an extremely vague notion of what pot- 
sherds were. For she had opposed Su- 
zanne’s wish of dining in public, and with 
Madam Pangalos; and her daughter had 
insisted on going, and had carried her 
point. She had known her mother’s feel- 
ings about the matter and yet she had 
gone. And not only had the fact of her 
resisting her mother been strange; the 
way of her doing it had been stranger 
still. 

For she had done it emotionally and 
with temper; and she had been unable to 
conceal her excitement. She had not of 
course been rude to her mother. Mrs. 
Blyde could not conceive of such a thing 
as that. But she had shown plainly a 
turmoil of mind that had startled her 
mother as Suzanne had never startled her 
before; and when Mrs. Blyde had said 
definitely that she neither liked nor trusted 
Madam Pangalos, and had once again 
mentioned the gossip about Madam Pan- 
galos and Vereker, Suzanne had expressed 
a strong contempt for malicious “hotel 
gossip,” and had been almost violent in 
her defence of her “best friend.” 

WHEN Mrs. Blyde had inquired who 
the fourth person at the dinner would 

be, Suzanne had replied: 
“Some baron or other from Cairo, I 

believe. But I wish to dine in order to 
return Madam Pangalos’ kindness to me, 
and I wish to show the people here that 
I don’t care in the least what’s said about 
me in the papers. Natica is quite right: 
Show the white feather, and everyone 
will be down on you.” 

“Natica!” 
“Ves. That’s her name, and I like it.” 
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The half-eaten mutton chop was really 
cold now. Mrs. Blyde pushed it away and 
got up. She had no heart for this lonely 
dinner. And she sat down in an armchair 
and pondered deeply over her daughter’s 
behavior. And then she read Boresco’s 
article again from beginning to end. 

It surely must do some good. In any 
case, she meant to make his acquaintance 
on the morrow and to thank him. “La 
Fille de Sapho” was certainly a most 
objectionable book, but this made amends 

|for it. There is good in the worst of us. 
| But every rule has its exception. Mrs. 
|Blyde made an exception of Stephen 
Harlande. 

JN the dining-hall Madam Pangalos had 
intentionally turned the conversation 

to music. She could be drastic at times, 
in spite of her subtleties, and she meant 
to be drastic that night. It was necessary. 
For Suzanne was not playing her part, 
and she must be made to play it. Other- 
wise the evening would be a complete 
failure, and the young Baron would be 
bored, and would go away early, and 
would say in Cairo that the Pangaloses 
were a washout. (Madam Pangalos was 
familiar with the current phrases in several 
languages.) If Madam Pangalos took 
trouble about Suzanne, then Suzanne must 
take trouble too. Justice in that. The 
time to be drastic had come. 

“Baron Cora comes from Vienna, the 
city of music, Suzanne,” Madam Pan- 
galos said. “And he was at your per- 
formance last night.” 

Suzanne looked embarrassed, and mere- 
ly said to the Baron: 

“Were you?” 
“Yes. And I heard one of the most 

lovely voices in opera.” 
It was said cordially, but somehow 

without earnestness. 
“Oh—my voice!” Suzanne said, as if 

stung. “Everyone talks about my voice!” 
She had shown exasperation, and evi- 

dently realized that she had injudiciously 
given way to impulse directly she had 
spoken, she hastily forced a smile to her 
lips and added to the Baron: 

“Tt’s like this, Baron Cora. A voice is 
a natural gift. How can I pride myself on 
that? A great woman in Paris trained my 
voice well. The honor for that goes to 
her. What belongs to me is my interpre- 
tation of the music I sing, what I put 
into it of expression, phrasing—though 
even that of course can be taught, and is, 
—color, emotion, passion. Oh, call it 
what you like! Personality! Jnterpreta- 
tion really covers it. You spoke of my 
voice. What have you to say of my in- 
terpretation last night? You are Viennese 
—are you?” 

“Ves, mademoiselle.” 
“I know what that means. Tell me, 

what did you think of my Traviata? And 
be honest.” 

Although the forced smile had surely 
indicated a desire, and even intention to 
soften down the sharp exclamation that 
had preceded it, the effect of this speech 
on the Pangaloses and the young Baron 
was of an outburst. For as Suzanne was 
speaking, the smile died away; she spoke 
with increasing warmth; unconsciously 
she made a crescendo which ended in an 
appeal. There was no getting away from 
it. The last two sentences she spoke were 
an appeal to the young man. He answered 

it with characteristic hardihood, the hardi- 
hood that was one of the dominant traits 
in the solitary night climber of the Pyra- 
mid. 

“First act, first rate, mademoiselle. All 
acts well sung. Fine method and so forth. 
But too cold for me, too boyish.” 

“Boyish? Oh, I know! I know! You 
mean choir-boyish!” 

Again there was the exasperated sound 
in her voice. 

“Well, I felt as if Traviata had never 
been a successful cocotte. If I may be 
plain—” 

“Go on! Go on, please!” 
“T felt as if she had certainly not 

known many men as a cocotte must know 
them.” 
Madam Pangalos began to smile, and 

suddenly ceased from smiling. Not the 
least embarrassed, Monsieur Pangalos ob- 
served: 

“A new specimen, in fact! A cocotte 
sans reproche!” 

The Baron smiled. 
“Something like that, perhaps. Made- 

moiselle, you said to me, ‘Be honest.’ ” 
“He agrees with Stephen Harlande!” 

Suzanne said to Madam Pangalos. “You 
are all against me.” 

But she said it quite without anger, 
with a sort of thoughtful melancholy. 

“Except of course Mother,” she added. 
And when she said the last word, there 

was in her voice the sound of an intense 
irony. 

“But she thinks what she wishes. She 
states as facts what she wants to be 
facts.” 

“Like half the world,” said Madam 
Pangalos. “It helps half the world to get 
through.” 

“Get through what?” said Suzanne. 
“Life. The difficult thing, the almost 

impossible thing—life!” 
“The joyous thing, the thing that is 

worth having, the gift of the gods—life!” 
exclaimed the Baron, in his resonant voice. 

“T tell him he should go into opera 
and sing Siegfried,” said Madam Pan- 
galos admiringly. 

UZANNE BLYDE suddenly gazed at 
the young man with a new and search- 

ing gaze—a gaze which he met with his 
smiling blue eyes. 

“You are right!” she said. “That’s 
what he ought to do if he’s got the voice 
for it.” 

“And give myself to those nasty news- 
papers!” 

“You wouldn’t care!” said Madam 
Pangalos. 

“Not I! And nor must you!” 
He turned to Suzanne. 
“You must not care about anything 

that goes against you. You will live to 
confound them,” he said, “if—” 

“If what?” she asked with a strange 
eagerness. “What?” 

“If only you live! That’s the great 
thing. But many do not know it.” 

A soul in cold-storage, they called 
this lovely young American singer 
who sang with the colorless voice of 
a choir-boy—a sleeping beauty. Who 
will be the Prince Charming to 

awaken her? 

~~ ~~ ——— me 
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HOW ARE YOU? 

(Continued from page 25) 

me is probably gallstones. I run a tem- 
perature of four or five degrees every eve- 
ning. My teeth trouble me a great deal, 
and my ankles keep swelling up.” 

“Well, the thing for you to do is get 
X-rayed, and I wouldn’t wait another day 
if I were you. Yes, I would! I'd wait till 
I could get the right man, Dr. Julius, only 
I’m afraid he’s so busy it’ll be months be- 
fore he can take you. That is, unless I put 
in a word. Would you let me do that, 
Mr. Dayton?” 

“T don’t like to put you to any bother.” 
For a fortnight in mid-March Bob was 

never in his office more than ten minutes 
at a time. His appointments with diag- 
nosticians, dentists, X-ray men and spe- 
cialists of various kinds seemed to come 
all at once, and he toured more New York 
streets and office-buildings than he knew 
the names of. He was examined by the 
best diagnosticians in town, of whom, it 
seemed, there were twelve; he visited the 

ten leading X-ray experts and the eight 
last words in dentistry. He paid these 
men and others a total sum of twenty- 
eight hundred dollars; but his confection- 
ers’ bill for the period was only one dollar 
ninety cents, because you can’t get away 
with much candy in a dentist’s chair, or 
when there is always a clinical thermome- 
ter in your mouth. 

He learned that his teeth were all right, 
but that nineteen of them were badly in- 
fected. He must take a more active part 
in his business and see more people. He 
must take a complete rest and not see 
anybody at all; he must forget business 
entirely. He must spend at least a month 
at a health-farm and do rigorous exercises. 
He must stay in bed virtually all the time. 
He must eat sweets and meats and starches, 
and nothing but fish. He must be oper- 
ated for appendicitis (though his appendix 
had once been removed). He must quit 
smoking and cut down to twelve cigars a 
day. He must walk as much as possible 
and stay off his feet. He must eat three 
meals, but nothing between meals. He 
must eat between meals, but not at them. 
He must wear five different kinds of glasses. 
He must take taxies and not expose him- 
self to subway air. He must walk up the 
five flights to his office, and use the ele- 
vator coming down. 

“And Dr. Beistle says,” he told Beth, 
“that I must go somewhere in the South 
for April, and not take a chance of catch- 
ing cold up here.” 

“That sounds sensible. I suppose Geor- 
gia or one of the Carolinas would be nice. 
I ought to know, because it will make a 
difference in what I get to wear.” 

“But he also says I must go alone and 
be absolutely free to do what I want to.” 

“That’s where he differs from Dr. Hast- 
ings, who says you ought never to be left 
by yourself.” 
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(You can paste this on a penny postcard.) (19) The Daytons went, without advance ar- 
rangements, to a small town named Stock- 
ridge, in South Carolina. A lone taxi met 
the train. 

“What's your best hotel?” asked Bob. 
“We aint got no best hotel,” said the 

taxi man. “We got just one hotel, the 
Magnolia, and it’s the worst in the world.” 

“All right,” said Bob. “Take us to the 
Magnolia.” 
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IS F.D.R. SLIPPING? 
(Continued from page 39) 

The time is not yet ripe for answering it. 
Hoover himself can’t answer it yet.” 

But another intimate associate of Hoo- 
ver’s told our reporter that Hoover’s aim 
was not the nomination but a say-so on 
Republican Party policy. But what sort 
of say-so? 
Now here’s a shock for some. An East- 

erner went to see Hoover lately, and the 
first thing Hoover said to him was: 

“We're not going to let Eastern reaction- 
hd 

aries dominate the Republican Party! 

[Ets look at the San Joaquin Valley, 
lying luxuriantly amid the mountains 

in southern central California: Vineyards, 
grapes, raisins, wine. Our reporter finds 
the inhabitants grateful to Roosevelt for 
restoring the legality of wine. 

And the CCC boys are working in the 
mountains, They are improving the 
drainage. They are conserving the supply 
of water for the vineyards. Our reporter 
finds the inhabitants grateful to Roose- 
velt for the CCC boys. 

And the Central Valley Project is com- 
ing on. It means dams and irrigation- 
canals and more water for the vineyards. 
It will cost more than one hundred mil- 
lion dollars. Our reporter finds the in- 
habitants grateful to Roosevelt for the 
Central Valley Project and the one hun- 
dred million dollars. 

Whereupon our reporter was bound to 
inquire: “Aren’t these people influenced 
by the wholesale attacks upon Roosevelt 
in the active and energetic Hearst papers 
in Hearst’s own State?” And the answers 
he received indicated: Not to the con- 
version point yet, anyway. 

Whence the surmise arises: Perhaps a 
lot of Californians are following their un- 
defeatable United States Senator Hiram 
Johnson. Johnson is more or less jogging 
along with the New Deal, and he is elder- 
ly now, but still robust and pugnacious 
and no Hooverite. What if he should get 
the idea that the next California dele- 
gation to the Republican National Con- 
vention should represent not Governor 
Merriam and not ex-President Hoover but 
United States Senator Johnson? That 
would make that convention less than ever 
like a Chamber of Commerce. 

Fact is, as things stand now, in the 
light of our reporter’s explorations, it 
would take Johnson and Hoover pulling 
together to carry California for the Re- 
publican Party against Roosevelt. Those 
who can see them pulling together have 
not yet turned from their telescopes to 
announce the vision. Meanwhile the situ- 
ation is, according to our reporter, that 
Roosevelt has slipped in California, as 
everywhere, but as in many other States, 
not enough to bring him to the ground. 

But how differently our reporter in 
Massachusetts writes us! 

Newspaper editor in Springfield: The 
election of °36 will take Massachusetts 
into the Republican column. 

Shoe-store proprietor: Roosevelt is 
wild, and his college professors are worse. 

Salesman in haberdashery: “I voted for 
Hoover and was sorry. I went over to 
Roosevelt and was sorry again. Roose- 
velt doesn’t seem to know from one month 
to another what he’s doing.” 

Truck-driver: Voted for Roosevelt. 
Thinks the Administration is “lousy.” 

Mill-worker in Palmer: Voted for 
Roosevelt. Turning against him now. 
Thinks that that guy Wallace has raised 
hell with Roosevelt by grabbing every- 
thing off for the Western farmers, 

Grocery clerk in Ware: Voted for 
Roosevelt. Resentful against him now. 
“We people in Massachusetts gave Roose- 
velt a big majority in a Republican State, 
and then he gave us the bounce and did 
something for every other section of the 
country.” 

Filling-station man: Roosevelt will get 
a trimming in Massachusetts next year. 
Governor Curley went to bat for him and 
got him his majority here. Then Roose- 
velt double-crossed Curley. He turned 
Curley into the forgotten man, and Massa- 
chusetts into the forgotten State. 

Five union-labor men in Worcester: 
All voted for Roosevelt in ’32. Two now 
against him. One of them a textile worker. 
“The textile manufacturers are going to 
move their mills to the South. We can 
thank the Administration for that! We 
can thank that bird Wallace for that!” 

Shopkeeper: The AAA processing tax 
is ruining textiles and New England. 

American Federation of Labor organ- 
izer: “Plenty of the textile workers have 
gone off the Roosevelt reservation. 
They’re not real trade-unionists. They’re 
nuts.” 

Prominent advertising man in Boston: 
“Roosevelt may fail to carry anything in 
New England except possibly Maine. The 
processing tax is the worst blow ever 
struck at Massachusetts industry.” 

Such is the preponderant tone of the 
people interviewed by our reporter in the 
State of the codfish. It makes me suspect 
again that some United States Senators do 
have some influence and do exert some 
leadership, Senator David I. Walsh of 
Massachusetts has attacked the processing 
tax as oppressive. He has attacked the 
whole AAA philosophy as unsound. He 
has thereupon not been liked by the Ad- 
ministration. And Governor Curley has 
not been liked by the Administration. 
Neither of these gentlemen has been 
heaped with Administration patronage. 
So what next year? 

Democratic ex-Governor Ely may be 
openly against Roosevelt. Democratic 
Governor Curley and Democratic Senator 
Walsh may behave like the Democratic 
Senators of Virginia, Glass and Byrd. 
They may announce their “regularity” 
and announce mighty little else. There 
are two main reasons. The fundamental 
one is that processing tax, and the AAA, 
and the subsidizing of the Western farm- 
ers, and the rise in the cost of living. The 
other one is Al Smith. 

‘TH Democratic Party in Massachu- 
setts is for Al. And not only the Dem- 

ocratic Party; also, apparently, a large part 
of the rank-and-file of the Republican 
Party! By rank-and-file, I mean Repub- 
licans who are not office-holders in the 
Republican Party organization. 

Garage proprietor in the suburbs of 
Boston: Our reporter asks him who should 
be the Republican candidate against 



Roosevelt. 
“Al Smith.” 

Ultra-conservative banker: Who should 

He unhesitatingly answers: 

fight Roosevelt on behalf of the Republi- | 
cans? “Easy. Al Smith.” 

Editor: Who would make the best Re- | 
publican opponent to Roosevelt? An- | 

“There’s only one man I hear | swer: 
mentioned—Al Smith.” 

I realize that Republicans west of the 
Mississippi will not believe that this can 
be so. I am certain that the leading 
citizen of Palo Alto, California, will find 
it hard to believe that it can be so. I can 
only invite them to visit Massachusetts. 
Massachusetts, so far as I can make out, 
would like to see Al Smith at the head of | 
both tickets. 

UT, for another change, let’s wander | 
into the Northwest, where the political | 

grazing- off-oxen have their principal 
ground. 

North Dakota: Large-scale farmer in 
Cavalier County—prominent in politics, 
Conservative: Says the farmers are strong 
for their AAA checks and therefore for 
Roosevelt. 

Newspaper man in Fargo: State might 
go Republican, but Republicans must of- 
fer the farmers something at least as good 
as the AAA. That is, something at least 
as good as what their friend Roosevelt is 
giving them. Otherwise they are for him. 

Banker, prominent in politics on the 
Republican side: Republicans may carry 
the State; but to do it, they must have a 
pro-farmer and anti-East candidate. 

County official in Traill County—Re- 
publican: Farmers are solidly for the AAA 
both from the standpoint of the theory 
of the limitation of output, and from the 
standpoint of the practical receipt of 
AAA benefit checks. 

Editor in Bismarck: “For us to support 
any Republican who offered less than the 
AAA to the farmer would be journalistic 
suicide.” 

So there’s something for the Republican 
chess-players to ponder. They must push 
a candidate onto the board who will check- 
mate the AAA for Massachusetts and who 
will open up a vista of something better 
than the AAA for North Dakota—and 
other States full of wheat farmers and 
corn-and-hog farmers. 

Well, United States Senator Borah of 
Idaho has attacked the theory of the 
limitation of output, and he has professed 
the belief that what agriculture really 
needs is monetary reform and the export- 
debenture plan. Would North Dakota 
follow him? 

Some say no, and some say yes, and the 
averaged sentiment is that Borah would 
make a better show against Roosevelt 
than any other Republican. In North 
Dakota the Republican so-called Reaction- 
aries do not seem really afraid at all of 
Borah. That is because they are more 
afraid of Roosevelt. The North Dakota 
equivalents of Philadelphia Union League 
Club members said to our reporter, 
virtually unanimously: 

Roosevelt has slipped a bit. The ex- 
penditures on relief are increasingly un- 
popular. Lots of the farmers think that 
relief only makes bums. But the farmers 
nevertheless will not vote for anybody 
that they do not think is their established 
sympathizer and friend. The candidate 
of the Republican Party must be a West- 
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erner, and he must be a Liberal. He 
must be a Liberal on his record, and by 
his geographical location. Borah has a 
good record and a good geographical lo- 
cation. There is some sentiment for 
Knox, but up here Borah is the best bet. 

It was also made plain to our reporter, 
from Progressive Non-Partisan League 
sources, that United States Senator Nye 
of North Dakota, though sympathetic to 
much of the New Deal, would in all 
probability follow and support a Progres- 
sive and Liberal Republican presidential 
nominee, meaning really Borah. 

The point here is that the Non-Partisan 
Leaguers of North Dakota, like the Farm- 
er-Laborites of Minnesota, are mainly Re- 
publicans in their antecedents and under 
their skins. Give them a really Progres- 
sive and Liberal Republican national 
leadership, and lots of them tend to revert 
to party type. 

But it’s different again, somewhat, in 
Montana. United States Senator Nye of 
North Dakota bears the title Republican. 
United States Senator Wheeler of Mon- 
tana bears the title Democrat; and by all 
accounts given to our reporter in Mon- 
tana, he is the State’s dominating political 
character. 

Presumably Senator Wheeler could keep 
Montana safe for Roosevelt. Yet he is 
very friendly personally to Borah, and he 
sees eye-to-eye with Borah in many of 
Borah’s views about money. Presumably 
he would not support Borah as the Re- 
publican Presidential nominee, but pre- 
sumably he would not attack him. 

Hence Republican workers in Montana 
often favor Borah. For instance: 

Eminent Republican in Miles City: 
Roosevelt has lost ground with business. 
He has also lost a little ground with labor. 
But business should be careful. If it de- 
nounces Roosevelt too much, it will drive 
labor back into the Roosevelt camp. The 
Republican Presidential candidate next 
year must be somebody not springing 
from business. Knox might do. Borah 
would be strongest. 

Editor in Helena: The Republicans 
may be victorious with their State ticket 
in Montana next year. But with their 
national ticket? Very doubtful. Wheeler 
will control. The best man the Republi- 
cans could put up would be Borah. 

S° now onward to Borah’s Idaho. But 
there’s a preliminary note to be made. 

It seems to apply to almost all States. 
Everywhere our reporters find that relief 
methods and relief consequences are 
Roosevelt’s weakest spot. In Montana, 
for example: 

Gas-station attendant: “Fellers here liv- 
in’ off the Government who never worked 
and never will. Lots of them livin’ better 
than those who do work.” 

Small storekeeper: “Roosevelt’s mak- 
ing a lot of first-class bums. This ex- 
penditure can’t go on. Somebody’s got to 
shovel it into the White House for Roose- 
velt to shovel it out.” 

And back in California, for example: 
Our reporter there finds the case of a 
hardened prospector who was placer-min- 
ing out in the mountains and bringing in 
nine or ten dollars of gold each week, and 
selling it to a dealer, and worrying along 
just as thousands upon thousands of 
prospectors have always worried along. 
Now he says to the dealer: ‘ 

“Here’s the last week’s findings I’m 
going to hand you. Never again. Good- 
by. I’m going on relief. Why should I 
work all day long out in the hot sun and 
get no more than the relief fellows get for 
principally not working at all?” 

And Idaho. . . . Citizen hires a man to 
run a farm, and the man lives on the 
farm and gets his living and forty dollars 
a month cash, and then goes into town 
periodically to collect his relief allotment. 
Again indignation among onlookers. 

And relief keeps right on, though busi- 
ness is much better. Our reporter in the 
Northwest finds quite a building boom in 
North Dakota and Montana and Idaho. 
Has it any effect on politics? 

LABOR editor in Pocatello says that 
labor is in some ways disappointed in 

Roosevelt, but regards him, on balance, as 
labor’s friend. Thinks even Borah, run- 
ning against Roosevelt for President, 
would hardly do more than break even 
with him among the Idaho voters. 

Girl cashier in Boise: “What do I think 
of politics? They bore me stiff. Did I 
vote for Roosevelt? I did. Am I going 
to vote for him again? I am. Why? 
Well, most people do.” 

Newspaper man in Pocatello: Roose- 
velt’s fight against the power companies 
is very popular. But Borah would carry 
the State against Roosevelt for President. 

Official of the State Grange at Nampa: 
Voted for Roosevelt in 32. Wants Borah 
in ’36. Borah is our most honest, our most 
foresighted, and our most courageous 
man. He has looked farther into the 
future and has mapped out a better long- 
distance path for us than anybody else. 

If Borah runs for the Senate again next 
year, will he be beaten by Democratic 
Governor Ross, who definitely aspires to 
be a United States Senator from Idaho? 

The Governor is certain that he can 
beat Borah for the Senate. Most news- 
paper men who talked with our reporter 
are certain that he cannot. Postmaster 
General Farley has been encouraging Ross 
to think that he is the man to cleanse the 
United States Senate of the New Deal’s 
most dangerous adversary. Ross does not 
need the encouragement. He is a self- 
starting Senatorial candidate. The Idaho 
farmers are said to be turning against him 
because of his local sales-tax. He claims 
ability to convert them to it. Dominant 
local opinion is that Borah for the Senate 
would defeat Ross badly because of Ross, 
and twice as badly because of Farley. 

But will Borah run for the Republican 
nomination for President? Some of his 
neighbors told our reporter yes; some 
told him no. This was natural. The Sen- 
ator himself hadn’t yet decided yes or no 
in his own mind. Oddly enough, the only 
people definitely working in an organized 
way to back him as a Presidential candi- 
date have appeared first not in Idaho, but 
in New York! 

So now, having traversed Wisconsin 
with its Progressives, and Minnesota with 
its Farmer-Laborites, and North Dakota 
with its Non-Partisan Leaguers, and Mon- 
tana with its Wheeler Left-Wingers, and 
Idaho with its Borah Independents, our 
reporter irrupts into Oregon; and what 
does he find there?. Principally Town- 
sendites! 

They burst upon his vision in masses as 
soon as he crosses the State line. They 



are uninterested in Progressivism or Farm- 
er-Laborism or Non-Partisan Leaguism or 
Coughlinism. They are giving their time 
to Townsendism, and universal two hun- 
dred dollars a month pensions. 

Newspaper editor in town of Union— | 
Republican: Says half of the local adult 
population belongs to Townsend clubs. 

Country storekeeper near Willows: Our 
whole section is strong for Roosevelt and 
strong for Townsend. 

Gas-station attendant at the Dalles: 
Pretty nearly everybody is for Roosevelt 
around here, and pretty nearly everybody 
is for Townsend. 

Barber in Portland: Every candidate 
for Congress will have to sign a pledge to 

vote for the Townsend plan in the next 
session, and he will have to sign a pledge 

binding himself to resign if he doesn’t 
vote for it. 

Newspaper editor in Portland: This is 
the strongest Townsend State in the coun- 

try. Labor organizer in Portland: The 

State Federation of Labor has resolved 
against the Townsend plan, but Townsend- 
ism is rampant. 

Labor publicity man, Socialist: The 
Townsendites are putting the heat on the 
candidates for Congress, but they will not 
oppose Roosevelt. 

So that’s Oregon’s principal present 
contribution to political novelty: big pres- 
sure to pass a Townsend plan bill through 
the next Congress. 

Of course, some Oregonians, like some 
pecple in all other States, see much deeper 
into political machinations than the po- 
litical reporters can. They instruct the 
political reporters. A weather-wise old 
man on the steps of an Oregon courthouse 
instructed the RepBook reporter pro- 
foundly: 

The Townsend plan, said he, is the 
whole noise locally, and will soon be the 
whole noise nationally. Roosevelt is think- 
ing of coming out for it. Otherwise he 
will be defeated. Borah has already made 
up his mind to be in favor of it. This will 
give him Oregon if he acts fast. Roose- 
velt is losing two groups: the rich men 
and the Townsendites. “Our local Con- 
gressman was a Townsendite, but he 
flopped. The rich men gave him more 
than his salary.” 

It is obvious to me that there should 
be amateur nights for Washington politi- 
cal reporting. The amateurs see it livelier. 

UT now! Speaking of the Townsend- 
ites and all other sorts of -ites of 

the “Radical Northwest,” what concerted 
action among them, if any, can be ex- 
pected next year? The answer would 
seem to be: very little. That is, very 
little in the third-party way. 

The third-party fans of North Dakota 
and Montana and Idaho and Oregon look 
for a national outflowering of the third- 
party idea through leadership from the 
Wisconsin Progressives and the Minnesota 
Farmer-Laborites. But the Wisconsin 
Progressives, following the two young La 
Follettes, seem at present to be rather 
Rooseveltish for a while to come; and 
the Minnesota Farmer-Laborites, if they 
started a national third-party movement, 
would probably do it through their Gov- 
ernor Olson; and so the question is: What 
are Olson’s views? 

They are to the following effect: Presi- 
a-at Roosevelt had a chance, at the begin- 
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ning of his administration, to deal the 
present economic order a real knock-out 
blow. He gave it only some taps. He 
had the nerve to hurt some individuals, 
but he didn’t have the nerve to take a 
whole social class and ruin it and turn it 
into bums. He let the psychological 
moment go by. Well! These things can 
be done only at psychological moments. 
And the next psychological moment has 
not yet arrived. So there’s not much use 
organizing nationally now to alter the 
present economic order by a thorough- 
going third party. 

Roughly and compactly, such is Gov- 
ernor Olson’s position. It would seem to 
put a dimmer on any prospects for any 
large third-party uprising in the West next 
year, 

Let us revisit the East. Some of the 
East—besides Massachusetts—seems to be 
on the point of rebelling against Roose- 
velt for local reasons of its own. 

ONNECTICUT, for instance, is quite 
a bit that way. 

Our Connecticut reporter finds more 
sentiment there right now against Roosevelt 
than for him. In contrast to the West, 
this anti-Roosevelt sentiment in Connec- 
tieut includes a heavy percentage of wage- 
earners and farmers. The reasons given 
by the wage-earners are vague and would 
seem to reflect simply a dim discontent 
with the slowness of the return of pros- 
perity and brisk employment. For in- 
stance: 

Garage mechanic: Voted for Roosevelt. 
Against him now. He’s done nothing but 
promise. 

Factory worker: Voted for Roosevelt. 
Against him now. The New Deal is a lot 
of bunk. 

The farmers, on the other hand, give a 
reason that is thoroughly definite. Three 
farmers may be quoted as typically il- 
lustrative. 

First farmer: “Secretary of Agriculture 
Wallace has done a fine job on us. He 
comes from the West, and he has given 
everything to the farmers of the West. 
I don’t think Roosevelt will get many 
votes from us farmers in Connecticut.” 

Second farmer: “I worked all summer 
for nothing. This Administration does 
nothing except for the West.” 

Third farmer: “I’d never vote for 
Roosevelt again. We fellows in the East 
are paying for what the Government is 
doing for the Western people.” 

Sentiment of this sort leads Connecticut 
newspaper men to tell our reporter that 
Connecticut is going back to the Re- 
publicans nationally in °36. 

Similar thoughts begin to be expressed 
in New Jersey. Like Massachusetts and 
like Connecticut, and unlike most of the 
Western States, New Jersey exhibits a 
marked decline of Rooseveltian popularity 
among wage-earners and among farmers 
as well as among business men. New 
Jersey farmers are often more explicit 
even than Connecticut farmers in their 
anti-Rooseveltianism. 
A farmer who raises chickens: “Now 

under Roosevelt I have to pay a whole 
lot more for the feed for my chickens. 
What good does that do me? I’m against 
him.” 
A farmer who grows berries: “I can’t 

get pickers. The pickers are on relief. 
They won’t get off it. They won’t_work. 

Roosevelt put them up to that kind of 
thing. I’m going to vote against him.” 
A farmer who raises vegetables: ‘‘Roose- 

velt has made a mess of things. Wallace 
is playing the game of those Western 
farmers. He’s against us Eastern farmers, 
I’ve gone back to being Republican.” 
A farmer who grows (among other 

things) dandelions: Says he can make 
more money now off the dandelions than 
off the regular standard crops. Says the 
AAA program has robbed the farmers of 
the East for the benefit of the farmers of 
the West and South. “Now we have to 
pay more for all those Western and South- 
ern products. I belong to farm organ- 
izations, and I meet plenty of other 
farmers. They’re more and more against 
Roosevelt.” 

Pro-Rooseveltianism in New Jersey is 
indeed strong, but anti-Rooseveltianism‘ 
is threatening it for supremacy. The Re- 
publican Governor of New Jersey, Harold 
Hoffman, is one of the liveliest and busiest 
governors in the country. Our reporter 
found him on a Saturday afternoon at his 
week-end house on the seashore. He was 
working with three secretaries; and motor- 
cars with visitors on State business were 
in long lines in the driveway. That is the 
Governor’s idea of a merry week-end. Our 
reporter was mindful of the fact that the 
Governor is much mentioned as a possible 
vice-presidential candidate on the next 
Republican national ticket, and he asked 
him for a few of his views on national 
issues. 

The Governor replied: 
“The depression would have been over 

long ago if the Administration had not 
resorted to a political pulmotor to revive 
business. 

“IT favor the spending of. money in 
times of depression for permanent im- 
provements like roads and bridges and 
public buildings; but I do not believe in a 
system of relief which covers extrava- 
gance with a cloak of charity, and which 
forces States and communities into a 
program of fiscal tail-chasing. 

“The AAA processing tax is unfair to 
the industrial States. That tax has cost 
the people of New Jersey twenty-one mil- 
lion dollars. The New Jersey farmers 
have received only one hundred twenty- 
eight thousand dollars out of it. 

“T believe in a sound program of social 
legislation, including old-age pensions and 
unemployment insurance; and I believe 
that there must be a more equitable dis- 
tribution of profits; but the Rooseveltian 
theory of wealth distribution is fallacious 
when it involves the distribution of capital 
wealth. 

“T believe that the American system is 
inherently right and sound, and that the 
Administration is dedicated to a program 
which is un-American.” 

THINK that the reader will note that 
Governor Hoffman accepts social reform 

within the present economic order, while 
objecting to what he considers the destruc- 
tion of that order. It is the same tone, 
basically, that our reporters encounter 
among the professional Republican poli- 
ticians of the West. And it is the same 
tone that is adopted by Republican Gov- 
ernor Harry Nice of Maryland, who is 
also much mentioned as a possible Re- 
publican vice-presidential candidate. Gov- 
ernor Nice said to a REDBOOK reporter: 
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“We must stop New Deal extravagance. 
The minute money stops flowing to Wash- 
ington, it will flow into business and will 
create reémployment, You cannot pur- 
chase prosperity. The Administration’s 
soak-the-rich tax is but the opening wedge 
to taxing everybody. .. . 
tration is neither Republican nor Demo- 
cratic. 
dictatorship. ... I favor the safeguard- 
ing of the interests of labor through the 
maintaining of wages. But I want no 
dictatorship from Washington in the re- 
lations between labor and capital... . I 
favor old-age pensions and unemployment 
insurance. They involve no dictatorship.” 

Such is the drift of Republican senti- 
ment really everywhere. And perhaps it’s 
not just sentiment; perhaps it’s necessary 
solid sense. For what is the Republican 
problem in trying to beat Roosevelt? 

ET us assume that the industrial and 
agricultural anti-Rooseveltianism of 

Massachusetts and Connecticut and New 
Jersey sweeps those States and also sweeps 
all the rest of New England and all the 
other States of the Middle Atlantic sec- 
tion, meaning New York and Delaware 
and Pennsylvania. This is a strong as- 
sumption, at present writing, regarding 
Maine, because of the pro-Roosevelt feel- 
ing created there by the Passamaquoddy 
project for harnessing tides and making 
Eastport into a great power metropolis. 
It is also a strong assumption regarding 
Pennsylvania because of the popularity 
among coal-miners there of Democratic 
United States Senator Guffey’s bill for 
regularizing and unionizing the bituminous 
coal industry. It is also a strong assump- 
tion, at the moment, regarding New York 
with its dominant Democratic machine. 

Nevertheless it is in this general region 
that the reaction against Roosevelt is to 
date most powerful. Let us therefore, for 

argument’s sake, assume that the Re- 
publican national ticket in 1936 carries 
all the States of New England and of 
the Middle Atlantic. That’s 143 electoral 
votes. 

But let’s then look at the Solid South. 
In deference to the late Huey Long move- 
ment, let us deduct Louisiana from it. 
The remainder, which Roosevelt ought 
automatically to carry, in spite of his loss 
of virtually the whole upper crust of 
Southern business men, will yield him 103 
electoral votes. 

His next strongest regions are the six 
border States of Maryland, West Virginia, 
Kentucky, Tennessee, Missouri and Okla- 
homa, and the three States of the Pacific 
Slope, Washington, Oregon and Califor- 
nia. They would give him 99 electoral 
votes more. 

His total of electoral votes would then 
be 202, and he needs only 266 to get 
across. 

It becomes obvious then that the Re- 
publicans have to concentrate like bull- 
dogs on the territory between Ohio and 
Nevada and between Kansas and Idaho. 
Hence the need for a Western candidate. 
And hence the need for a progressive 
candidate. And hence—to come to the 
most difficult point of all—the need of a 
candidate who can placate the Western 
farmers without enraging the Eastern 
ones! 

Landon of Kansas? 
Michigan? Knox of Illinois? 

Vandenberg of 
Borah of 

The Adminis- | 

It is simply a runaway toward a | 
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Idaho? Those are the Republican possi- 
bilities most discussed just now, and I 
venture to say that every one of them is 
puzzled most by the farm problem. I 
shall conclude for the time being by pre- 
senting them with a little complication of 
puzzlement, drawn from the State of Iowa. 

Our reporter in Iowa, among the people 
he interviewed there, found perhaps two- 
fifths who were turning against Roose- 
velt, but three-fifths who were cleaving 
to him, But the percentages tell little, 
one way or the other, in comparison with 
the mingling of contrary views found 
amazingly often in the same individual 
voter. Consider the following from a 
normal average type of Iowa farmer: 

“We like the AAA. It’s just like some- 
body coming up and handing you four 
hundred and fifty dollars. You'd take it, 
wouldn’t you? Almost all the farmers 
around here said that they were against 
the AAA, and then they signed up with it. 
But they mostly think, just the same, that 
Roosevelt is spending too much money. 
They like the AAA checks, and they hate 
all this extravagance. They want to get 
back to economy. But they also want 
better prices for hogs. So what?” 

Where is the Republican who can give 
the Western farmers both good prices and 
sound economies? He’s the hero that the 
next Republican National Convention 
would welcome with bands and bells. 

WEAK SISTER 
(Continued from page 59) 

“T can’t make it; must work on the 
next story, I'll try to come up for the 
week-ends, but you both need to get 
away. You'll come back feeling like a 
couple of other guys.” 

“Tl take a bungalow, and Wally can 
live in the hotel, just in case some of 
the tabbies might get an idea that—” 

“Tdea, hell! What idea?” Lethbridge 
snorted. “I’ve heard you accused of many 
things, but even your best enemy couldn’t 
think of you as a cradle-snatcher,” he 
said, and laughed. “Forget it! I'll get 
Arrowhead on the phone.” 

Arrowhead Lake is Hollywood’s slice 
of Switzerland. Three hours by motor- 
car, up and up, winds a perfect road. A 
backward glance catches the glint of gold- 
en oranges nestling amid emerald leaves, 
of palm trees drooping in the ever-pres- 
ent warmth of the great valley of San 
Fernando. Looking ahead, fir and pine 
trees beckon but do not bow. The same 
sun that tips the oranges with gold, 
sprawls in silvery abandon over the snow- 
covered mountains. Skis and skates re- 
place the bathing-suits and beach chairs 
of the world below. 

It was all much simpler than Joan Car- 
stairs had planned. A day spent skat- 
ing hand in hand, then arm in arm. Wally 
the amateur, slipping, sliding, but game, 
and always able to stand erect while Joan 
Carstairs leaned against him, laughing 
hysterically at his awkwardness. Her 
cheek, cool, fragrant and devoid of make- 
up, brushing his as if by accident, made 
the first contact they had experienced 
without the eyes of the camera or Mitch 
Lethbridge upon them. 

“Let’s go in and have some tea!” Car- 
stairs was looking for thinner ice. Had 
she said, “Let’s go in and cut our throats,” 
Wally would have followed as eagerly. 

In the bungalow, she forgot about tea. 
“What a glorious day it’s been!” She 

sank into the depths of an enormous di- 
van. “Well, hasn’t it?” 

“Glorious is only one word. I can 
think of ten that describe it—wonderful, 
marvelous, beautiful.” Wally’s eyes met 
hers and wavered. “Well, anyway, swell! 
I wish Mitch could be here.” 
“Maybe he’ll come up Saturday.” Car- 

stairs stretched her lovely length on the 
divan. “My face is simply on fire. Feel!” 

Wally leaned over her slowly. .. . 
Mitch did not come up on Saturday. 

He got very drunk on Friday and _was still 
very drunk on Monday when he met. Joe 

Brannett, former ace camera-man. Mitch 
had fired Joe off the lot for drunkenness 
and never failed to run into him when he 
himself was staggering. 

Brannett’s smile was not pleasant as 
he greeted Mitch. “I’ve been working off 
the stuff at Arrowhead,” he said. 

“Did you see Carstairs and Wally?” 
Mitch asked briskly. He was always very 
snappy, coherent and truculent when he 
was drunk. 

Brannett hesitated a second too long 
before answering. “Yes, I saw them, but 
only once. They seem to be keeping 
pretty much to the fireside.” 

“Oh, yeah? What the hell do you mean 
by that? You damned little skunk, are 
you suggesting—”’ 

Mitch Lethbridge leaped and swung. 
He hit a waiter who was passing, but 
Brannett was gone. 

T the wheel of his roadster Lethbridge 
‘& mumbled: “I'll kill her; that’s what 

T'll do. Couldn’t keep away from the 
decentest kid in the whole damn’ town!” 
The car swerved as he reached in the 
pocket on the door. It swerved again 
as he tried to stuff the small pistol in his 
coat pocket. Finally successful, he took 
a firm hold on the wheel with both hands 
and stepped on the gas. 

“Where is Miss Joan Carstairs’ bun- 
galow?” His eyes, bloodshot and star- 
ing, frightened ‘a night watchman at 
Arrowhead out of a doze. 

“Miss Carstairs, she’s gone back to 
Hollywood—left before dinner, she did.” 

Lethbridge stumbled forward, grasping 
the man’s shoulder. “Gone? Alone?” 

“Yes sir! Alone with Mr. Johnston. 
They must be in Hollywood by now. See, 
it’s past midnight.” He pointed feebly 
to the clock on the wall. 

So they should! Lethbridge started to 
laugh, and was still laughing as he climbed 
back into his roadster. He chuckled to 
himself as he started blindly back down 
the winding road. “Kill her; that’s what 
I'll do! He’d be no good now with her 
alive. Poor kid, didn’t have a chance!” 
He babbled on, as the car miraculously 
rounded the hairpin curves leading down 
the mountain. .. . 

It had been Wally who insisted on go- 
ing back to Hollywood. All the joy of 
first love, even his mad adoration of Joan 
Carstairs, could not quench his desire to 
get back and make a clean breast of it all 
to Mitch Lethbridge. 



“Clean breast!’’ Joan Carstairs sneered 
as they sped through the night. “Don’t 
talk like a boy scout. We can call the 
whole thing off, if you like, but you don’t 
know Lethbridge. He'll kill you!” 

“T’d rather die than double-cross him.” 
Wally stared ahead at the road. 

“You don’t know what you're talking 
about. Oh, my darling, don’t tell him!” 
She moved closer to him. “I’ve told you 
I love you only.” 

“You've told Mitch that too. Anyway, 
my mind is made up.” 

Joan Carstairs lit a cigarette and did 
not speak again until they reached her 
house. “Well, come on in, my hero. We'll 
hear from Lethbridge soon enough.” She 
walked briskly up the steps. Wally fol- 
lowed with the luggage. 

She disappeared upstairs and came back 
a moment later, followed by the maid. 

“Well, I guess we'll have to postpone 
the big scene until tomorrow, darling. 
Clara says Mitch hasn’t been here since 
Friday.” 

Wally waited until the maid had left. 
“T’'ll say good night and good-by until 
after I tell Mitch.” 

“Might as well make it good-by forever. 
Oh, Wally, don’t be such a prig!” Her 
arms were around his neck. “Come and 
eat something. Even a condemned mur- 
derer is allowed one last good meal!” 

He followed her meekly... . 
By three o’clock in the morning Car- 

stairs was beaten. She had used every 
wile, turned every trick, but the “boy 
scout” was still adamant. He ate; he 
drank; he listened and talked. He kissed 
her long rose-tipped fingers and then 
moved quickly out of the danger-zone. 

Carstairs was tired. “Well, you might 
as well go home,” she said, yawning. “I’ve 
certainly enjoyed your lecture on re- 
morse.” 

“Oh, my darling, don’t be sarcastic. 
I’m only trying to do what seems right.” 

“If this evening is what seems right to 

you, I’m sorry for any woman who ever 
loves you. It’s all over now, however; 
so come and kiss me good-by. Then go!” 

Carstairs rose. She stood, arms out- 
stretched. She had never looked more 
attractive. 

Wally stepped forward, They kissed. 

*C“ET up the cameras!” said a voice. 
They turned as one, Wally auto- 

matically shielding Carstairs. 
Lethbridge stood in the door. He 

stepped forward, drawing the revolver 
from his pocket and throwing his hat 
across the room. 

“Get away from her, you young cub!” 
Wally did not move. 
Carstairs stepped swiftly in front of the 

boy. “Mitch, put that gun away. You're 
drunk! I can explain everything.” 

“Where have I heard that before? 
Stand over there, you! Don’t try hiding 
behind a woman’s skirts.” Wally walked 
slowly to the spot designated by Leth- 
bridge. “Now, you—” Lethbridge ad- 
vanced toward Carstairs: “Have you a 
message for your dear public?” 

“Mitch, darling, you’re mad! This boy 
means nothing to me.” 

“Are you telling me? And you won't 
mean anything to him from now on, nor 
to anyone else. I’m going to fix that 
right now! Stay right there, my boy.” 
Wally had started forward, but stopped 
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as if under direction. ‘You're not in this 
death-scene.” Again he threatened Car- 
stairs with the gun. “Get down on your 
knees, you double-crosser.” 

She dropped to her knees, sobbing; 
“Mitch, I love you!” 

“Take that back!” shouted Lethbridge. 
“Don’t die with a lie on your conscience.” 

“Forgive me, Mitch—” 
“Ask God to forgive you,” Lethbridge 

yelled. “Ask Him!” Carstairs stared at 
him blankly. “Will you ask Him? One! 
Ask Him, damn you! Two! You won't? 
Then—” 

Wally leaped, his arms outstretched. 
“Please, Mitch!” he cried frantically, as 
the bullet struck him. For a second he 
swayed as Carstairs, helpless in her kneel- 
ing position, looked dumbly at Lethbridge. 

“Oh, my God!” Lethbridge staggered 
toward them, the revolver hanging use- 
lessly in his numbed fingers. Slowly the 
boy relaxed. Lethbridge caught him as he 
slumped to the floor. “Wally! Wally! 
Listen, kid. It wasn’t you—Wally, listen 
—for God’s sake, Joan, get a doctor, can’t 
you?” 

Carstairs rose with difficulty. 
Wally’s eyes opened. He smiled. “It’s 

all right, Mitch. I don’t blame you,” he 
gasped. “Give me the gun, will you, and 
promise me—” As his fingers closed 
around the revolver, he sighed softly. 

Lethbridge was sobbing as he tried to 
lift the boy into a more comfortable posi- 
tion. “Wally! Make a fight, kid; the 
doctor’s coming. You’ve got so much to 
live for, boy.” 

Wally’s eyes opened and closed wearily. 
“Not as much as she has, Mitch; and you 
mustn’t blame her. She—” 

Carstairs knelt beside them. “Where is 
he hit? Have you looked?” 

“I’m trying to.” Mitch was tugging 
at his gloves. His fingers seemed useless. 
Carstairs sank quickly to the floor. 

His golden head resting in her lap, Wal- 
ly sighed wearily. “It’s all right, Mitch.” 
Blood trickled slowly from his parted lips. 
He smiled as his grasp tightened on the 
revolver. 

“Oh, God! Where is.the doctor?” 
Mitch started for the telephone. 

“Mitch, please come here.” Wally’s 
voice was steady. Mitch knelt obediently 
by his side. “It’s no use, Mitch; I’m 
going. I—” Breathing was an effort now. 
“I want you—and Joan to stay together— 

His eyes closed. 
“Here’s the doctor, Miss Joan!” Clara 

was sobbing. 

ALLY’S last and greatest scene began 

as the doctor entered. He struggled 
weakly in Carstairs’ arms. Wildly he 
waved the revolver, as if trying to take 
aim. “I don’t want you!” He glared at 
the doctor. “I want to die. I knew what 
I was doing, but my aim was bad. I’ve 
always said I’d do it.” He was gasping 
now from the effort to convince. 

“Wally, darling, please try to live.” 
Carstairs’ tears blinded her. She did not 
see that Wally’s smile had become rigid. 

“Wally, Wally, you’ve got a great life 
ahead of you!” Mitch looked quickly at 
the doctor. 

“Tt’s over.” The doctor crossed the 
room and stood looking out of the win- 
dow. Below him the lights of Hollywood 
blinked and winked knowingly. Another 
one for our side! 

The evidence was indisputable. The 
doctor and Clara the maid had both heard 
the young suicide’s last words. As Mitch 
had not removed his gloves, Wally John- 
ston’s fingerprints covered the revolver. 
Clara had heard Miss Carstairs pleading 
with the boy to be sensible, earlier in the 
evening. 

Death by suicide was the verdict. 

IN 

Is Radio Going StaleP 

(Continued from page 10) 

course, makes Miss Hayes an ideal radio 
bet. 

Helen Hayes is hardly a new face, for 
she has had many guest appearances on 
the air. But this time she is a “regular,” 
playing a complete dramatic series, a full 
serialized plot especially written for her 
by Edith Meiser, just for the air. Up to 
now, Helen Hayes has offered occasional 
bits, with special emphasis on Sir James 
Barrie. 

Fred Astaire appeared briefly at the 
microphone and then rushed back to 
Hollywood to make a picture; but be- 
cause of the irresistible persuasions of 
numerous check-books, he is certain to 
be back in radio again. It’s hard to tell 
at this writing what his radio future will 
be. He has litile voice, but he has a cer- 
tain charm in singing. His tap-dancing, 
marvelous as it is, could be duplicated by 
a drummer like Jack Powell, with a pair 
of drum-sticks and the leg of a chair. You 
miss the expressive flutter of his hands, 
his slender streamlined figure, the decora- 
tive assistance of Ginger Rogers in swirl- 
ing chiffon. What Astaire definitely needs 
is a vehicle. Merely singing and dancing 
with a band is a barren display of his tal- 

TUNE WITH OUR TIMES 
ents. He is an excellent light comedian, 
a charming personality, and needs an op- 
portunity to play a rdéle, instead of be- 
ing just a song-and-dance man. 

Cornelia Otis Skinner can be described 
in one word—marvelous. Her perform- 
ance seems to contradict an assertion of 
Ruth Draper’s that the microphone is no 
place for this type of art. Cornelia Otis 
Skinner achieves brilliant success without 
benefit of sight. 

Your old favorites still go marching 
along with Major Bowes, Jack Benny, 
Rudy Vallée, Ed Wynn, Fred Allen, Paul 
Whiteman and Ben Bernie still heading 
the procession. 

Leo Reisman still plays his sugary melo- 
dies, and the famous page-boy is still 
shouting his way through the program. 

Buck Rogers still roams the interplan- 
etary spaces with that popgun of his. 

Amos and Andy still go on and on and 
on and on. 

Alexander Woollcott, reluctant, coy and 
shrinking, is dragged back to the micro- 
phone, where he is giving his usual splen- 
did performance. He always reminds us 
of the movie queens who wail and com- 
plain about constantly being besieged for 
autographs—but imagine how they’d feel 
if they weren’t. Wovllcott can fret more 
consistently than any other performer on 



the air about the moronics of radio—but 
just try to keep him away from the mike! 

Deems Taylor and Sigmund Romberg 
continue to pour their charm into the mi- 
crophone—good music and good comments 
on it. 

“The March of Time” is still the best 
news-reel you’ve never seen. It’s nice 
having it as a daily feature instead of 
once a week as it used to be. 

John Charles Thomas is still among 
those present. 

Phil Baker comes back in the réle of 
the Great American Tourist—his same 
old but very pleasant technique against 
varying geographical backgrounds. 

And so they go marching on. In the 
offices of the broadcasting companies, 
sponsors’ headquarters, and everywhere 
else where radio programs are concocted, 
comes the constant cry, “Can’t we find 
something new?” So far, radio talent 
has been rare as radium. If you wait 
long enough, some new faces will appear, 
and give you some new entertainment— 
and give this department something new 
to write about. But let’s not, either of 
us, hold our breath. 

Redbook’s Pictures of the Month 

(Continued from page 9) 

she causes the loss of every sack of gold- 
dust belonging to the more daring lads, 
and the life of a Scotchman who pro- 
tested the theft of his year’s diggings. 
This was the beginning of the wave of 
popular indignation which, later in the pic- 
ture, caused the Vigilantes to wipe out 
the crookedness and seize Miss Hopkins’ 
employer for keeps. 

But, before that is allowed to happen, 
the pert and piquant little minx meets and 
conquers Joel McCrea, a young man from 
the East, ready to sail for home with his 
earnings. He doesn’t know she is a siren 
of the gambling-halls, and they both fall 
in love. 

Howard Hawks has directed this with a 
weather eye on excitement values. It’s 
plenty okey-dokey for our money. 

Well, bless our bright blue eyes if we 
weren’t all a-twitter over the uniform ex- 
cellence of a cast of players without the 
big box-office draws, who made “Broad- 
way Melody of 1936” the first perfect 
musical Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer has turned 
out in quite some time. It just goes to 
show that all of us out here have been 
frightened too long by the myth that old 
John Public gives a once-over-lightly 
glance at the big names in any movie be- 
fore laying down his kopecks. 

Eleanor Powell, the female Fred Astaire, 
dances in a way that is apt to turn your 
hair white overnight. All of her talents 
are in full flower: she goes from a series 
of lightning taps into a sincere love-scene; 
then she switches right from a song into 
an imitation of Hepburn that is uncanny, 
if you close your eyes for a moment. 
Jack Benny, as a Broadway columnist, and 
Sid Silvers, his stooge, are so good they 
were immediately signed for further pic- 
tures. Buddy Ebsen scores heavily as a 
new comedy personality. Robert Taylor 
gives you additional reasons for consider- 
ing him the Heartbeat of the Season. 
All these shenanigans were produced by 
John Considine, Jr., and directed at a 
mile-a-minute clip by Roy Del Ruth. 
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HELPED SHIFT PIANO) 

AND STRAINED WRIST) 

But good old 

Absorbine Jr. 

Gave Quick Relief 

TEPPING to the aid of two 
servants who were shifting a 

piano back into place, Mrs. D.* 
painfully strained her left wrist. 

When discomfort and swelling 
continued to increase during 
the day, she thought of an 
Absorbine Jr. bottle in the 
bathroom and started frequent 
applications. Pain and swelling 
both rapidly subsided and she 
was able to enjoy a good night’s 
sleep. In a couple of days the* 
incident was forgotten. 

For years this remarkable old 
liniment has been the “oq 
friend of countless families. 
There’s nothing like it for sore 
muscles, aches, sprains and 
bruises. Kills the fungi that 
cause Athlete’s Foot, too. And 
costs very little — because a 
little goes so far. All druggists’, 
$1.25 the bottle. For free sam- 
le, write W. F. Young, Inc., 

 pringfield, Mass. 

*Based on actual letter from our files 

ABSORBINE JR. 
Relieves sore muscles, bruises, 
muscular aches, sprains, 

Athlete’s F oot 

| dimly lighted street lined with white plas- 
{ter houses of Moorish design. They 

| turned into a wide square, and drew up 
before the terrace of a large hotel under 
a flood of arc-lights. All Jibuti appeared 

|to have gathered there on the terrace, to 
|enjoy the comparative coolness of the 
evening. French colonial officers in so- 
lar topees and white ducks; Levantine 

{merchants and their sloe-eyed women- 
| folk; khaki-clad British military observ- 
|ers from the adjacent Sudan; American 
|newspaper- and camera-men, filling in 
time before the departure of the night 
train to Addis Ababa. An _ orchestra 
fiddled madly behind a screen of potted 

|shrubbery, while a score of waiters— 
| ebony half-nudes in scarlet sashes—drift- 
ed vaguely to and fro with trays of 
coffee and liqueurs. 

Gifford Brian strolled quickly to the 
hotel desk, where the Greek proprietor, 
in grimy whites and tennis shoes, was 
dispensing stamps to one of his clients. 
“This lady,” Gifford stated firmly, pro- 
pelling the Cameron girl forward by an 
elbow, “wants a room—a single room 

| for the night.” 
She looked quickly at Gifford, shrugged, 

and followed the red-turbaned room-boy. 
When she had gone, Gifford said casu- 

ally to the proprietor: “Can you give 
me the name of a reliable pearl-merchant? 
I'd like to buy a couple of presents for 
some friends in America.” 

| The Greek rubbed his chin. “There 
|is Mahmoud Bey,” he said. “There is 
|also a man called Sidi Ben Ali. But I 
| am afraid neither is in town at this sea- 
| son. They go to the Dahlak Islands—” 
| “T might try them,” Gifford mused, 
controlling his elation, “if you'll tell me 
where they live.” 

| “Mahmoud Bey, sir, is directly oppo- 
| site, across the square. Sidi Ben Ali’s 
| house is on the Rue de |’Aboukir. Sec- 
/ond turn on the right as you leave the 
hotel.” 

“Thanks,” Gifford said. “Thanks a 
lot.” He hurried out, traversing the gay, 
crowded, noisy terrace. A voice hailed 
him from a table—a full, throaty, Prov- 
encal voice. “Hello there, mon vieux! 
How do you like Jibuti?” It was Cav- 
agnac—the omnipresent Cavagnac—sway- 
ing over a tall and frosted glass. Gifford 
ducked and fled, down the terrace steps 
to the square. He found, presently, the 
Rue de l’Aboukir, a narrow and deserted 
street lined with unlighted houses. He 
turned down it eagerly, in great relief. 

HE had proceeded a block from the 
square when he heard footsteps be- 

hind him, slightly muffled by the layer 
of sand which had sifted over the side- 
walk. He could not see who was follow- 
ing him, but he slipped quickly into the 
shadowed arabesqued archway of a de- 

| serted house, and waited. A moment later 
Lois Cameron came by, walking rapidly. 

He thought: “So it’s come, at last, to 
the final show-down. She mustn’t reach 
Sidi Ben Ali’s house, where General 
= is waiting for me. That, at any 
cost, must be prevented.” The whole 
contents of the cable which he -had de- 
coded swam before his eyes. He Slipped 

APPOINTMENT IN ABYSSINIA 

(Continued from page 61) 

after her and said, falling into step beside 
her: “You're pretty smart; I thought I’d 
shaken you off at the hotel. What are 
you going to do now? Buy a few pearls 
from your friend Sidi Ben Ali?” 

She halted abruptly under a street- 
lamp. She looked very small at the 
moment, and very angry. She flared back 
at him: “I’m just as much of a pearl-deal- 
er as you are!” 

HE time had come. He seized her by 
the shoulders and held her there, 

pinioned. He said: “Lois, you’re a brave 
kid. You’ve done pretty well—although 
you ought to be ashamed of the crowd 
you’re playing with. Now, here’s my 
proposition: Either you clear out, and 
give me the right of way to Sidi Ben 
Ali’s house, or I turn you over to the 
French military authorities. They’re 
damned anxious here, you know, to pre- 
serve their neutrality. If I’m compelled 
to do that, we’re both cooked. There 
won’t be any Ethiopian contract. But at 
least I'll have the satisfaction of know- 
ing that I’ve gummed the works for you, 
and your damned Halschaerts crowd!” 

She stared at him, with wide eyes. 
Then she said: “Halschaerts? Halscha- 
erts? Oh, Gifford, you fool! You darned 
fool! Do you know where I’ve been liv- 
ing for the past ten years? In Addis 
Ababa—in Ethiopia. My father’s an ad- 
viser to the government there, and I’ve 
been a confidential secretary in a minis- 
try for months and months. I know all 
about this American contract. I was sent 
up to meet you at Port Said, at your own 
firm’s special request. Apparently they 
got cold feet about you, with Halschaerts 
making this counter-move. It was my 
job to see that you reached General 
Chéré safely—” 
“Why didn’t you say so, long ago?” 

he demanded furiously. 
She shrugged her shoulders. “They 

do things differently—in this part of the 
world. Besides, I had to be sure that you 
were you—” Her face suddenly became 
taut, strained. “But, Gifford! You don’t 
realize what’s happened! General Chéré’s 
disappeared. The counter-espionage got 
wind of the whole thing, and forced the 
French to. arrest Sidi Ben Ali in his 
house this afternoon. Chéré fled. I was 
supposed to get a note from him at the 
Continental when I arrived, to help you. 
But all I got was this—the room-boy gave 
it to me.” And she handed him a crum- 
pled, torn piece of newspaper. Gifford 
examined it under the lamplight. Traced 
lightly in pencil were the words: “Palmier 
detain. Dix heures.” They had evidently 
been written in great haste. 

“Dix heures,’ Lois Cameron mused. 
“Ten o'clock. That would be fine. It 
would give us twenty minutes, still, to 
work in. But the rest makes no sense. 
Palmier, of course, means palm-tree. But 
there’s no such word in the French lan- 
guage as detain.”’ Suddenly she laughed, 
a relief of pent-up emotion. “Old Gen- 
eral Chéré’s French was always lousy, 
anyway.” Gifford laughed too, and they 
both felt much better. They turned and 
walked soberly back toward the distant 
lighted square. 



“Tt looks,” Lois continued, “as if this 
was going to be a flop, all around. And 
I hate to admit it, for your sake and my 
sake. God knows where Chéré disap- 
peared to. Maybe he’s dealing with the 
Halschaerts man right now. ‘Detain. ... 
Palmier detain.’ . . . What the devil? 
There aren’t any trees in this town, any- 
way, as far as I know—” 

Suddenly Gifford had her by the arm. 
Suddenly they were both tearing down 
the street toward the square—running, 
as fast as they could, while she panted, 
half-laughing, half-crying, protesting wild- 
ly. “W-what’s happened? What’s got 
into you?” Not for an instant did he 
let her go, until they had reached the ter- 
race of the Continental Hotel and both 
stood panting, breathless, beside the table 
of Monsieur Cavagnac, who—by now— 
was more in his cups than ever. 

Gifford had him by the shoulder. Gif- 
ford was shaking him. Gifford was say- 
ing: “Monsieur Cavagnac! Monsieur 
Cavagnac! Tell us again about the tree 
—the only tree in Jibuti!” 

He looked up at them. His little eyes 
were very small and canny and bright, in 
his red moon of a face. He shook a fin- 
ger at Gifford. He said: “You mean the 
tree that is watered by a negro—un type 
noir—every hour, lest it perish from the 
heat? But you have never heard the end 
of the story, mon cher Gifford! You 
have never had the patience to listen to 
it.” He leaned forward, looking at the 
two of them with a deeply confidential 
air. “The whole point of the story, ladies 
and gentiemen, is that the tree happens 
to be un palmier d’étain, a palm-tree 
made of tin! Unique in the history of 
the world.” 

He sat back convulsed with laughter, 
his vast belly shaking. 

They pounced upon him; they actually 
shook him. “Where is this tree?” they 
shouted. “This fabulous tree of tin?” 
He blinked at them; then smiled, sud- 
denly flattered by their interest. “Oh, 
you wish to see the tree? Bien! It is 
across the square, beyond the fountain. 
You will have to look well for it in the 
darkness, because it is not very large. 
And nobody will direct you to it, because 
the citizens here are a little ashamed about 

And again he dissolved into un- 
controllable laughter. 

[LEAVING him, they ran together across 
the square. And they found the 

tree, with a bench beside it. And there 
was an old gentleman sitting on the 
bench, with a dark but kindly face and a 
pointed white beard. He said to Lois: 
“Mon enfant, you did well. I never 
thought you would find me. My note 
was not very clear, I am afraid. It was 
written under—eh—considerable strain.” 
His old eyes twinkled, and he pulled his 
white beard. “You see, I wrote it hid- 
den in a dark room in Sidi Ben Ali’s 
house, while the military authorities were 
removing a certain young man for ques- 
tioning. He had flown down from Europe 
with a proposal for my government from 
some people called Halschaerts. In his 
hurry to reach me, he was very rash, I 
am afraid. I am glad that you two were 
more cautious.” He looked at his watch. 
“My train leaves for Addis Ababa in an 
hour. But there is still time to discuss 
business.” 

‘Tae Gurr 

TO CHEER HIS MORNINGS 

FOR MONTHS TO COME 
EARCH the gift counters— 
hunt for hours in the jostling 

Christmas shopping crowds and 
you couldn’t find a more 
thoroughly acceptable gift at 
anything like the price of this at- 
tractive package of 50 Gillette 
“Blue Blades.” Here’s a gift that 
will cheer a man’s mornings for 
months to come—assure him 
hundreds of clean, easy shaves. 

The Gillette “Blue Blade,” 
especially made for tender skin, 
is first choice of most men every- 

where. It is the blade in demand 
—the most logical, practical gift 
you can imagine. Make up your 
list now. Just write Gillette “Blue 
Blades” on your shopping list for 
men who “have everything” or 
are hard to please. 

Most dealers have the special 
Christmas carton or can get it for 
you quickly. Save yourself end- 
less steps and be sure of a warm 
reception for your gift. Ask your 
dealer for the Christmas car- 
ton of Gillette“ Blue Blades.” 

GILLETTE BLUE BLADES 



IT’S TIME LIFE BEGAN! 

very fond of her—but she’s trying so hard 
to be tactful about her own incredible 
richness. And poor Dad does so want to 
show off to the Tranes. I’m getting worn 
out, thwarting him and Mother. Let’s 
go and look at this one.” 

She showed him an advertisement. 

For Rent—Three rooms attractively 

furnished; light-housekeeping couple; 

Southern exposure. 

“T’ve got one with a grand piano!” he 
said triumphantly. 

“Neither of us can play,” Martha ob- 
jected. 

“We can pick it up,” said Jimmy. “Dur- 
ing the long winter evenings.” 

They liked the apartment with the 
grand piano, but the one with the south- 
ern exposure had three rooms for the 
same rent. 

“There’s a dignity in three rooms,” said 
Jimmy. 

Mr. and Mrs. Stephens had gone out; 
Martha and Jimmy had the suite to them- 
selves. They sat side by side on the sofa; 
on a small table before them lay scat- 
tered sheets of paper covered with figures. 

“We'll have parties,” said Martha, “‘and 
there’ll be some talented person who'll 
play for us.” 

“The landlord—” Jimmy began, when 
the door-bell rang. No one was sup- 
posed to come up unannounced; Martha 
opened the door with a frown. 

“Oh! Mil!” she cried. “How nice! 
Mildred, this is that Jimmy you’ve heard 
tell of. Jimmy, my cousin Mrs. Currier.” 

“Just Mildred,” said Mrs. Currier. 

HE was an attractive woman of thirty 
or so, small, slim, blonde, beautifully 

dressed; she took Jimmy’s hand in hers 
and looked up earnestly into his face. 

“T’ve been longing dnd longing to meet 
you!” she said. “But of course, I had 
to be in Washington. ... We’re in New 
York now—for two days. ... Poor Len- 
ny hasn’t one minute. He’s a perfect 
slave to his work. I’m meeting him at 
six—but I felt I had to see you two 
somehow, and tell you my wonderful idea. 
Lenny will have to go to London this 
summer—and heaven knows where else; 
and we want to lend you the cottage on 
Long Island. The cook and the house- 
maid are included, because we’d be pay- 
ing their wages in any case—they’re much 
too perfect to lose. You know, Martha, 
what a darling little place it is! Its own 
little beach, and the loveliest flowers.” 

“That’s sweet of you, Mil!” said Mar- 
tha. “It is a darling place. Only, Jimmy 
and I have practically taken an apartment 
already.” 

“But you don’t want to be in town all 
summer.” 
“We woik,” said Martha. 
“Of course. But you could commute 

from the cottage. I’ve got to rush, now. 
Nan’s waiting for me, in the car. Let me 
know about the cottage, darlings!” 

Martha went out to the elevator with 
her; when she returned, Jimmy was stand- 
ing by the window. 

“Sit down, Jimmy,” she said, “and let’s 
get this thing settled. The piano, or the 
three-roomer ?” 

(Continued from page 47) 

“We could commute from that cottage, 
Martha.” 

“Jimmy,” she said, “please don’t ever 
be chivalrous and tactful. That just— 
makes a gap between us. Jimmy, do you 
want to live in Mildred’s cottage?” 

“No,” he answered. “But—how many 
rooms has that cottage?” 
“Who cares?” said Martha, 

RS. STEPHENS was disappointed at 
their taking a furnished place. 

“T do think it means so much to a 
young couple to have their own things,” 
she said. 

“We'll get things little by little,” said 
Martha. “We’ll enjoy that. In the course 
of time, we'll have everything.” 
Jimmy looked at Mrs. Stephens with 

his slow smile. 
“T’ve got one thing already,” he said. 

“T’ve kept this quiet—but now is the 
time to speak. I’ve got a white jade 
vase!” 

“You couldn’t have,” said Martha sus- 
piciously. 

“Tt’s the truth! My father made a 
couple of trips as purser in one of his 
father’s ships when he was young, and he 
brought the thing back from China. I 
didn’t know how good it was until a fel- 
low happened to tell me, a few months 
ago. That accounts for its being un- 
pawned and unsold for so long. I'll show 
it to you.” 

He brought it that evening, unwrapped 
it and set it en top of the bookshelves. 
“My dower!” he said. 
“Very nice!” said Stephens benevo- 

lently. ‘Professor Mossom ought to have 
a look at this. Expert. He'd tell you 
just what it’s worth.” 

Martha and Jimmy did not look at 
each other, did not speak until they were 
in a taxi; then they kissed each other. 

“Jimmy, that was a triumph!” 
“Pretty clever of me,” he agreed. “That 

vase will sit up there, and everyone who 
comes into the place will notice it. Ha-ha! 
‘Belongs to young Guthrie, indeed! So 
he’s got something, after all!’” 

“You're getting morbid,” said Martha. 
“Hypersensitive. You go around but- 
tonholing people and forcing them to hear 
how poor you are. Don’t be so arrogant 
about your poverty this evening. Don’t 
swagger so!” 

But she loved him for that. Alison 
Trane was giving a little dinner for them; 
Martha watched him, sitting beside Alison; 
his dinner jacket was a little shabby, but 
he wore it with so debonair an air! He 
sat beside that girl who had everything, 
who knew everyone, had been every- 
where, and she was amused and pleased 
by his cool, smiling independence. Mar- 
tha heard him telling her a story she her- 
self hadn’t heard, about a Polish count 
he had met. 

“Tn a hotel on Third Avenue,” he was 
saying. “Fifty cents a night—and you 
could look right into the windows of the 
El trains. It was a hot night, and I was 
leaning out of my window, and he was at 
a window. He’d put a pillow on the 
sill—” 

Everyone liked Jimmy. ~ But no one 
else really knew him, knew the courage, 

the dogged resolution behind that care- 
less good humor, or the tenderness he was 
not ashamed to let her see. 

He was right about the jade vase. 
Everyone noticed it; Professor Mosson 
said it was genuinely good... . 
They had decided not to meet every 

day; they said that would be silly. But 
somehow it happened that there was 
very, very seldom a day when they did 
not see éach other. Mr. and Mrs. Ste- 
phens went out to dinner the next evening, 
on an impromptu invitation, and Martha 
immediately telephoned to Jimmy. 

“T’ve booked our passage!” he told her. 
“T did it quickly, and paid the whole 
amount down, before anyone could offer 
us a yacht. It’s one of the humbler cab- 
ins, Martha.” 

The telephone rang; a boy was coming 
up with a package. 

“Not Rockefeller himself shells out 
more dimes than I do,” said Jimmy. 
“Every time I come here! And I had 
another blow today. If Don is to be best 
man, I’ve got to stake him to a pair of 
shoes. He’s broke.” 

“He’s nice.” 
“He’s nice, yes. But he thinks he’s go- 

ing to be the old family friend, right from 
the start. He’s planning to spend all his 
spare time hanging around our apart- 
ment. I told him that was out, but he 
says you like him. He says he’s going 
to take your side, every time we bicker.” 
“We haven’t bickered yet.” 
“T’m afraid to. You could outbicker 

me, any day.” 
“Now examine your present,” said Jim- 

my, when the waiter had taken the table 
away, and they were smoking their after- 
dinner cigarettes. 
Jimmy cut the string, and she un- 

wrapped the box. The object inside was 
very carefully packed, in excelsior and tis- 
sue paper; she took off the last wrapping. 
It was a vase exactly like Jimmy’s white 
jade vase. 

“Thought you would like a pair. Dad,” 
the card read. 

Martha put the vase back into the box. 
Neither of them said anything about it. 

HE small room was blue with smoke. 
Jimmy sat on the bed, leaving the 

chairs to his guests; Don was tilted back, 
his feet on the table; Cameron sat in a 
characteristic attitude, stooping forward 
hands hanging loosely between his knees. 

There was a knock at the door. “That’s 
Flynn, probably,” said Jimmy. “He said 
he’d try to come: —-Come in!” 

The door opened, and Martha stood 
there, in a dark suit and white gloves and 
a round Bréton sailor that made her look 
like a kid. The three men rose, all with 
a look of guilt that made her smile. 

“I’m sorry!” she said. “I’m spoiling 
everything.” 

“This is Cameron, Martha—the guy 
who’s going to Brazil. My fiancée Miss 
Lester, Cameron.” 

“You had experiences among the Arabs, 
didn’t you, Mr. Camefon?”- said Martha. 

“Oh, yes!” said Cameron, very much 
pleased. “Wonderful people.” 

“I'd love to hear about it. Are you all 
set.to go to Brazil now?” 



“Well, no,” he answered. “I’m looking 
for some one to go with me. I was very 
much dis—” He checked himself. “Easy 
to see why Guthrie doesn’t want to go,” 
he said. 

Martha sat down on one of the chairs, 
and Cameron stood beside her. She was 
inexplicably nice to Cameron. 

“Can you come to dinner Saturday eve- 
ning?” she asked him. “I’m awfully anx- 
ious to hear about the Arabs.” 

He accepted at once, with pleasure. 
“Nine o'clock!” said Don suddenly. 

“Did you forget that date, Cameron?” 
“T haven’t any date for this evening,” 

said Cameron. 
“What!” said Don reproachfully. “Have 

you forgotten that blonde you promised 
to meet? Think of that poor girl—” 

“There isn’t any girl!” cried Cameron, 
bewildered and exasperated. 

“Pull yourself together, 
Don. “Come along!” 

“Saturday evening, at half-past seven!” 
said Martha. 

man,” said 

HE laughed when the door had closed 
after Cameron and Don. 

“So this is your private life!” she said. 
“Tt’s rather fascinating. This hideous 
room has a sort of charm.” 

“T’m glad you can see that. Every time 
I’ve looked into your room, I’ve had the 
same idea. Women are so darn’ mysteri- 
ous. They never seem to sit around and 
talk, like men. They’re always doing some- 
thing. But what do they do?” 

“Set their hair,” said Martha. “Jim- 
my—lI came here for a purpose.” 

“T know you did. It’s worrying me.” 

“You said yesterday that Cameron was 
coming here this evening, and I wanted to 
see him. Jimmy, I want you to go to 
Brazil with him.” 

“Why, Martha?” 
“Because—I can’t help seeing what’s 

happening to you. That vase.... Every- 
thing you have is—being belittled. You 
have so much. You've got all the best 
things—friendship, and independence, and 
courage. ... And everyone’s trying to 
force other things on you, trying to crowd 
your life with the things you don’t want.” 

“T want you,” he said. “Nothing else 
counts.” 

“I know—how that is. But just the 
same, I want you to go to Brazil... . 
You could save lots of money; and when 
you come back—” 

“No,” he said. “Nothing could make 
up for two years without you. But—” 

“Go on, Jimmy!” 
“It’s a bad set-up for us, Martha. I 

knew it would be. That’s why I was 
afraid.” 

“You were right, Jimmy,” she said, 
trying to speak evenly. “I didn’t realize. 
I thought it would be—just us.” 

“That’s what it’s got to be,” he said. 
“Do you remember what you said, once? 
‘Let’s hold hands, and jump.’ Is that still 
O. K.?” 

“That’s still O.K. I’m sorry if I seem 
to be crying again. ... Only, right on 
top of that vase incident—Mother be- 
gan talking about the present you’d give 
Alison Trane—” 

“What! Me, give a present to the 
Trane heiress? She’s got it already, what- 
ever it is.” 
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“You're expected to give the brides- 
maid a present. Mother thought that she 
and Dad could very tactfully buy a brace- 
let for you to give Alison. ... I tried to 
make them understand—but they can’t.” 

“Let’s take that leap in the dark,” said 
Jimmy. 

“Then hold my hand!” 
“No,” he said. “The landlady’s prob- 

ably looking through the keyhole this mo- 
ment. Here’s the idea, Martha: let’s get 
married at once.” 

“You mean—ignore the preparations?” 
“Yes. It sounds pretty beastly. Per- 

haps it is. But we’ve got to make people 
realize that it’s our marriage.” 

“T hate to hurt Mother and Dad. I 
seem—to love Mother—dquite a lot.” 

“T’m sorry!” he cried. “Forget it! We'll 
carry on.” 

She shook her head. 
“Let’s do it,” she said. “It’s better 

than your going to Brazil. I hope you 
realize what a perfect heroine I’ve been, 
coming to your rooms at midnight, heav- 
ily veiled, to send you to Brazil.” 

HE pier had a strangely desolate ap- 
pearance that foggy morning as Mr. 

and Mrs. James Guthrie went up the 
gangplank. The deck was wet; the fog 
shrouded everything; bells rang dolefully. 

“I hope we won’t be delayed,” said 
Martha. “I told my favorite bellboy to 
give Mother my note} at eleven o'clock. 
If we haven’t sailed then, she might come 
down here.” 

A steward showed them the way to their 
cabin, and Jimmy closed the door; they 
stood hand in hand looking at it. 
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cientists have found the mildness 

of cigarette smoke depends not on 

the tobacco but on its preparation. 

The smoke from your Philip Morris 

cigarettes has been proven defi- 

nitely and measurably milder than 

from ordinary cigarettes. This fact 

has been presented to, and accepted 

by, the medical profession. 
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A cold, being an internal infection, calls for 

internal treatment. A cold also calls foraCOLD 
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Four Effects 
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the infection in the system. Third, it relieves 
the headache and fever. Fourth, it tones the sys- 
tem and helps fortify against further attack. 
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the prompt relief of a cold. 
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“Jimmy, how beautiful!” 
“Tt is nice, isn’t it?” he said. 

Little curtains at the port—” 
Martha sat down in the armchair. 
“T love it!” she said. “I wish we were 

going to stay in it for months. It’s ours!” 

He sat down on the arm of the chair, 

and she reached up and put both arms 
round his neck. 
“Vou’re—choking me, Martha!” 
“T want to choke you!” she said fierce- 

ly. “You look so neat and good and dar- 
ling!” 

“You look so beautiful, my girl—” 
There was a knock at the door. It was 

a small boy in uniform. 
“Purser’s compliments, sir, 

changing your cabin.” 

“No!” said Jimmy. ‘“We’re—” 
“We'd better just see the other, Jim- 

my. We might like it just as much. And 
there may be some important marine rea- 
son. Maybe this cabin leaks.” 

“All right!” said Jimmy, and they fol- 
lowed the boy, along the alleyway, and 
up the stairs. Up another flight. 

“Something queer here,” said Jimmy. 
“T’ve never even known anyone with a 
cabin on A deck.” 

The boy threw open a door. “The stew- 
ard will bring your luggage, sir.” 

“But, Jimmy!” said Martha in a whis- 
per. “It’s a suite!” 

“There’s some mistake. 
the purser.” 

Martha sat down on a brocade sofa to 
wait. There was a knock at the open 
door. It was a Western Union boy. 

“Mrs. Guthrie?” 
She gave him fifty cents for calling her 

that. But the writing on the envelope 
gave her a little stab of pain. She opened 
it, in dread: 
My darling child: 

Arthur gave me your poor, anxious 

little letter. Dear, how could you be 

“Cozy. 

and he’s 

Tll go and see 

afraid I wouldn’t understand? I’m an 

incurable romantic myself, and I know 

just how you feel. A real old-fashioned 
elopement! Just be happy, darling lit- 

tle Martha, and don’t worry about any- 

thing. I'll explain to everyone, and 

everyone will understand. Only a few 

of the invitations have actually been 

mailed. And the wedding dress will make 

a lovely dinner-gown. 

My best love to Jimmy. God bless 

you, darling. You've been sweet and 

dear to me all your life. 

Your loving Mother. 

P. S. Just telephoned to Dad, to tell 

him. He's simply delighted! He’s 

cabling you two hundred dollars to 

Bermuda, in case you need it. 

Martha was looking at this note, with 
tears in her eyes, when Jimmy returned. 

“Martha,” he said, “it isn’t a mistake. 
Old Trane had spoken to the purser about 
us. He expected us to sail next month— 
but he recognized the name. This suite 

is—a Trane benevolence.” 
“No!” cried Martha. “Why can’t peo- 

ple let us alone? I want the other cabin 
—the dear, cozy little cabin—” 

“We're to sit at the Captain’s table,” 
Jimmy went on. “The honeymoon’s been 
taken out of our hands altogether.” 

“No!” cried Martha again. She 
stamped her foot. “This is your honey- 
moon, that you paid for! I won’t have 
it spoiled! I want the other cabin—” 

Their eyes met. And suddenly they 
both began to laugh. They sat down side 
by side on the sofa of the de luxe suite, 
and laughed uncontrollably. 

“They just won’t be defied!” said Mar- 
tha. “We’re licked.” 

“Absolutely! They’ve pauperized me. 
They’ve robbed me of the last vestige of 
self-respect. But I don’t seem to care. 
Somehow, Martha, when I look at you— 
I feel like a million dollars.” 

UNDER SECRET ORDER 
(Continued from page 29) 

Special Agents who in the past had quali- 
fied as expert machinists. They were 
assigned to work in the factory next to 
a suspected individual. It was through 
their evidence that this man was arrested 
and charged with criminal syndicalism. 

It is difficult to draw a picture of a 
typical Special Agent, just as it is diffi- 
cult to draw a picture of a typical Ameri- 
can—there are too many varying models 
to choose from. I suppose, however, that 
there are three qualities that most Special 
Agents have’ in common—courage, intelli- 
gence and resourcefulness. The thirty 
offices of the Federal Bureau of Investi- 
gation scattered across the United States 
are not police-stations; there are no uni- 
forms, and there is no hidebound routine. 
I was in charge of the Chicago headquar- 
ters for almost three years, but my job 
was administrative rather than disciplin- 
ary. Every Agent, while on a secret in- 
quiry, is on his own initiative. He reports 
at intervals to a superior, but he develops 
his own plan of campaign, thinks up his 
own stratagems, and he writes his own 
reports. 

This, perhaps, explains why the en- 
trance requirements are so rigid. We 
had found that it is infinitely more 
sensible to teach intelligent mem to be 

man-hunters than to attempt to teach man- 
hunters to be intelligent. And you can 
teach man-hunting. Every Special Agent 
now undergoes a course of training before 
he is sent into the field. He learns how 
to photograph fingerprints and where to 
look for them. He learns how to use a 
microscope. He receives a course in bal- 
listics. He learns, if he does not already 
know, how to shoot every weapon, from 
a pistol to a machine-gun. Shooting, since 
the hoodlums threw down the gauntlet, 
has become important. In Chicago, ‘as 
in many other Bureaus, there is tarzet 
practice regularly, and I will match the 
prowess of the Special Agents against any 
military group in the world. They can 
shoot. 

Science has furnished incalculable aid 
in police work, and at the Crime Labora- 
tory at Washington all scientific aids are 
capitalized. There are microscopes handy, 
and the experts are competent to tell 

whether an old brown stain was made by 
coffee or blood, and whether a certain 
shred of wool found at the scene of crime 
was a part of a Harris tweed suit, or a 
skein from a lady’s knitting. Samples are 
there of every known automobile tread, 
and the experts can find out in very short 
order the company which manufactured 



anything from wallpaper to rubber rain- 
coats, and what their outlets are. These 
facts are usually important. 

Recently, the Department started a 
collection of bullets used in the commis- 
sion of crimes. Such a collection may 
become of outstanding value in the fu- 
ture. Ballistic experts are able to tell 
whether two spent bullets were fired from 
the same gun. The comparison micro- 
scope makes it possible. Hoodlums of 
the Dillinger and Miller stripe are always 
on the move. Their bullets will tell the 
story of their crimes, for the riflings of 
gun-barrels never lie. 

There are many things that science can 
do which would have astonished the old- 
time outlaw. The criminal mind is clev- 
er, but the scientific mind is always its 
match. The criminal discovered that he 
could efface motor numbers on automo- 
biles, and identifying numbers on guns. 
The scientist discovered that by a certain 
treatment of metal with acid, he could 
trace through a smooth steel block what 
the numbers had originally been. In this 
era the car thief who effaces a motor num- 
ber fools no one in the Department of 
Justice; and the gangster who files off the 
figures on his pistol can never really con- 
ceal the source of his artillery supply. 
Chemistry is too sure. 
When I entered the Government serv- 

ice, matters were considerably less com- 
plicated. Special Agents then were em- 
powered to investigate only a limited 
number of Federal offenses. To be sure, 
the drive for centralization of finger- 
prints in Washington, instituted by J. Ed- 
gar Hoover, director of the Federal Bureau 
of Investigation, had already been begun. 

The importance of the Identification Unit 
cannot be overemphasized. Formerly 
there was an exchange of fingerprint rec- 
ords only among a limited number of city 
police departments. New York, Chicago, 
Philadelphia, Cleveland, Detroit, Los An- 
geles, San Francisco and other large 
municipalities customarily made such an 
exchange; but police of smaller cities, 
the sheriffs and town marshals, had 
neither the money nor the facilities for 
real codperation. Fingerprint identifica- 
tion was painfully inefficient because rec- 
ords were incomplete. 

The Federal Bureau of Investigation 
changed all that. Through a gradual and 
difficult educational process, it finally pre- 
vailed upon local agencies throughout 
the nation to send fingerprints for filing 
in the Washington repository. The value 
of the Department of Justice fingerprint 
collection, now the largest in the world, 
is so obvious that it may surprise the 
average reader to learn that as recently as 
five or six years ago, many of the larger 
cities—including New York, Philadelphia 
and Washington, D. C.—codperated only 
in a meager way. I am familiar with the 
situation, because I served for a time as 
head of the Identification Unit. Today 
a police chief or sheriff may send finger- 
prints to Washington and learn immedi- 
ately by letter or telegram whether or 
not he is holding a man with a criminal 
record. As a matter of fact, because of 
the increasing exchange of fingerprints 
among nations, he may even find that he 
has arrested a man wanted by the police 
of, say, such a distant place as South 
Africa, New Zealand or the Dutch East 
Indies. 
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The general public is too familiar with 
the amazing results achieved by fingerprint 
identification to warrant any recital here 
of corroborative detail. There is one in- 
cident, however, that I cannot resist tell- 
ing: There was a calamitous fire at the 
Ohio State Penitentiary during 1930. 
More than a hundred men were burned 
to death, and it was believed that one 
of them was a certain Elmer Whiting. 
In September of 1932 a man named 
Jerry Coburn was arrested at Mishawaka, 
Indiana. His fingerprints arrived in Wash- 
ington. There it was discovered that they 
matched precisely with those of Elmer 
Whiting, the unfortunate’ who supposed- 
ly had died in the Columbus holocaust. 
Then the truth came out: Whiting had 
escaped in the confusion and excitement 
which accompanied the fire; for four years 
he had been free. He was returned to 
the penitentiary to finish his term. .. . 

For the sake of these articles it would 
be pleasant to say that some valorous im- 
pulse catapulted me into the ranks of 
the Special Agents. Unfortunately, that 
isn’t true. I was brought up in Timmons- 
ville, South Carolina, a pleasant and lei- 
surely town of two thousand where the 
farmers and plantation-owners tied their 
horses to hitching-posts, and everybody 
knew everybody else. A great many leg- 
ends, most of them calculated to dress me 
up as a very romantic fellow, have been 
printed since the Dillinger case burst 
into the headlines. The fact is that there 
was nothing eventful or extraordinary 
about my boyhood. I did learn to ride 
a horse at an early age, and I did learn 
to shoot; but then, most of the kids in 
my gang learned those things too. In 
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high school I was an officer of the cadet 
company, but I had no military ambitions. 
I went off to the University of South 
Carolina with every intention of becom- 
ing a business man, and took a few law 
courses as part of a business education. 
Somewhat to my own surprise, I found 
myself graduating in law five years later. 
My career as a practicing attorney was 
comparatively brief. As a junior member 
of a firm at Florence, S. C., my patience 
lasted twenty months; during that time I 
was the defense lawyer in two murder 
cases where conviction was a foregone 
conclusion. Otherwise my life was a dull 
routine of title-checking and dusty re- 
search. There is nothing like a small law 
business to make a young man hunger 
for romance—and so I decided that I 
wanted to wear white suits and a pith hel- 
met and to get into the diplomatic serv- 
ice and to be sent to foreign ports. 

On January 1, 1927, I entrained for 
Washington. Once there, I discovered at 
the State Department that no diplomats 
were needed; however, my name would be 
placed on file. But I wanted a job, and 
with no compunctions I abandoned my 
diplomatic ambitions and applied at the 
Department of Justice for a post as a 
Special Agent. It is a little embarrassing 
at this date for me to acknowledge what 
a brash youngster I was. “You look 
pretty much like a kid,” said the gentle 
Harold Nathan, Assistant Director of 
Bureau. “Well,” I answered, “I’ve had 
a lot of experience.” “Traveled a lot?” 
“Yes, quite a lot.” Nathan smiled gen- 
tly. “Probably,” he said, “all over the 
State of South Carolina.” 

That was too true to be comfortable, 
but it was years before I realized that 
a miracle had happened when my appli- 
cation was accepted. I went home, re- 
signed from my law practice, severed all 
home ties, and announced that I was go- 
ing to work for the Department of Jus- 
tice. I did not know that I had been 
investigated by the Washington authori- 
ties; I was not thrilled by the possibilities 
of my job; I never doubted that my appli- 
cation would be accepted; I had a com- 
plete and ignorant confidence in my own 
abilities. Youngster that I was, I took 
it quite as a matter of course when I 
received orders to proceed to Atlanta, 
Georgia, to interview the Agent in Charge 
and to get transportation to Dallas, Tex- 
as. My disillusionments came later. 

“| See is a current public delusion that 
G-men spend their unsleeping mo- 

ments trading machine-gun fire with pub- 
lic enemies of the Dillinger stripe. It is 
true that during the last two years the 

Federal Bureau of Investigation has been 
organized on an emergency basis with the 
avowed purpose of crushing the hoodlum 
empire. From a practical point of view, 
however, the Special Agent’s life, like 
that of the Gilbert and Sullivan police- 
man, is not a happy one. The glory- 
hunters would do well to choose another 
occupation. 

tee the first place, the Special Agent 
works hard and long. He is subject to 

call at any time during the twenty-four 
hours of a day, and this is not merely a 
rule in the book of regulations. It works. 
In fact, in many instances during recent 
years, so much continuous application to 
duty has been necessary that to many of 
us it seemed foolish to go home. Staying 
on the job in tense times was like the 
follow-through of a thrust without which 
the thrust would have been in vain. So 
many times staying on the job meant hold- 
ing all ground gained. I believe this is 
rather fundamental in any drive or con- 
quest, and just as important as the mili- 
tary maxim, “Never leave behind a fort 
untaken,” the violation of which caused 
Sir Peter Parker’s defeat at Charleston. 

Then again, public enemies do not tell 
you when or where they are going to 
strike, and there are few times when you 
can guess. A crystal ball is not a part 
of a Special Agent’s equipment. 

It is certainly not my purpose here to 
paint a beautiful picture in glowing red 
colors, or even maroon, and hope thereby 
to depict the life of a Special Agent. That 
would be like a futuristic painting in which 
few, if any, could see the real intent. I 
have to be told, and even then I cannot 
tell. 

But with all this, there is compensa- 
tion. Like the artist or architect the Spe- 
cial Agent can see his brain-child grow 
and take form until finally his case is com- 
plete. He can have the satisfaction that 
follows an effort toward an end. He can 
pit his trained wits against the crafty 
cunning of John Gangster. He can know 
that his business is not dependent upon 
the law of supply and demand and that 
he will be fully occupied at all times. He 
can know that his business is a serious 
one and that there is plenty of it. But 
best of all, he can know that he is on the 
right side of the fence. 

Next month Melvin Purvis takes 
you with him to share and see sev- 
eral of the most exciting man-hunts 
ever undertaken by the Department 

of Justice. 

become inextricably associated in his mind 
|with the thought of Gertrude Butter- 
| wick. Twice, at village revels, he had 
sung it to her accompaniment; and now, 
when he heard the Bandolero or sang a 
snatch of the Bandolero in his bath, her 
sweet face seemed to float before him. 

It seemed to be floating before him now. 
And then he looked more closely at the 
features that had loomed up through the 
darkness, and saw that they were those 

|of Albert Peasemarch. E 

LUCK OF THE BODKINS 
(Continued from page 53) 

Albert Peasemarch was mopping his 
forehead, but with a contented air, not as 
one with an ordeal before him, but like 
a man who has faced that ordeal and 
come through. Shadrach, Meshach and 
Abednego probably looked a little like 
that after passing through the burning 
fiery furnace. 

“Coo!” he said, as a man will who had 
proved his mettle. 

Then he recognized Monty and exhib- 
ited surprise. It is not customary for 



the haughty nobles of the first class to 
invade the second-class premises of an 
ocean liner. But a solution occurred to 
him almost .immediately. 

“Well, sir,” he said, “I’m sure it was 
very kind of you. I’m much obliged.” 

“Eh?” 

“Coming to support me in my render- 
ing of my number, sir.” 

“Oh, was it you making that ghastly— 
That was you singing the Bandolero, was 
it?” 

“Yes sir. At the concert. I had an 
idea that Miss Butterwick might have 
asked you to help with the clapping.” 

“No. She didn’t say anything about 
it to me. As a matter of fact, I haven’t 
seen her tonight.” 

“You'll be seeing her in a minute, sir,” 
said Albert Peasemarch reassuringly. “I 
don’t suppose she’ll stay on, now my num- 
ber’s been rendered.” 
A hand of ice seemed to lay itself on 

Monty’s heart. 
“Stay on? She’s not down there?” 
“Oh, yes sir. Miss Butterwick came 

to your stateroom shortly before din- 
ner, and seeing that I was nervous, in- 
quired the reason. And I told her that I 
had to render a new number tonight in- 
stead of my old Yeoman’s Wedding Song, 
and I took the liberty of asking her to 
come along and help applaud me.” 

All those old bitter anti-Peasemarch 
thoughts which had turned Monty Bod- 
kin’s blood to flame after the man’s bone- 
headed behavior in the matter of the 
Mickey Mouse came surging back to him 
now, as he heard him speak these words. 
So that was why Gertrude was here! Be- 
cause Albert Peasemarch had asked her 

to come and applaud his loathsome sing- 
ing! 

In a blinding flash of mental illumina- 
tion Monty saw Albert Peasemarch for 
the first time for what he really was—not 
a mere steward, but the official Bodkin 
Hoodoo. 

Then he realized that he must not waste 
time on these mystical speculations. He 
must act—act/ 

“Listen!” he cried. “I’ve got an ap- 
pointment to meet Miss Blossom here. 
And don’t,” he broke off, “click your 
tongue like that, blast you! Go and head 
her off. Send her back.” 

“You do not wish to see Miss Blossom, 
sir?” said Albert Peasemarch, plainly 
glad to note these healthy signs of re- 
sistance to the spell of the fam fatarl. 

“No, I don’t.” 
“Very good, sir.” 
He vanished quickly into the night. 

Monty, drawing in deep breaths of West- 
ern Ocean air, leaned against the rail. 
And then—his breathing stopped again, 
for he perceived Gertrude Butterwick ap- 
proaching! 

It was too dark for him to see her 
face distinctly, but he saw it quite dis- 
tinctly enough. 

“Monty,” she said, “what is all that 
in your bathroom?” 

It seemed to Monty that some one 
very muscular, armed with something 
very heavy, had hit him very hard on 
the back of the head. He nestled against 
the rail. It was the only solid thing in a 
disintegrating world. 

“I went to your stateroom before din- 
ner, and the steward was there, and he 
left the door open into the bathroom.” 

101 

Monty quivered, but he was not really 
surprised that Albert Peasemarch had 
left the door open. He was that sort of 
man. If he had been put in charge of 
Bluebeard’s chamber, he would have left 
the door of that open. 

“And I saw something red on 
wall—” 

“Oh, that stuff Reggie wrote, 
mean?” said Monty. 

“Reggie?” 
“Reggie,” said Monty firmly. He would 

have been the first to admit that it was 
not a good story, but such as it was, he 
intended to stick to it. “You know what 
I told you about that distorted sense of 
humor of his.” 

There was a silence. It was with but 
little hope that Monty existed through 
it. Even to himself the thing had sound- 
ed thin. Worth trying, maybe, but thin. 

And then suddenly, miraculously, her 
whole manner changed. 

“Why, of course!” 
“Eh?” 
“Of course! Why didn’t I think of 

that? When he was a small boy, Reggie 
was always writing things on walls. Things 
like—” 

“Yes, yes,” said Monty hurriedly. “I 
know what you mean.” 

“Things like ‘Death to Blenkinsop.’” 
Monty blinked. “Death to—” 
“We had a butler called Blenkinsop in 

those days, and he caught Reggie stealing 
jam and reported him to Father; and Fa- 
ther beat Reggie; and Reggie went out 
and wrote ‘Death to Harold Blenkinsop’ 
on all the walls in white chalk. Blenkin- 
sop was very annoyed about it. What 
an idiot I am! I ought to have guessed 
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right away that it was Reggie. It’s just 
the sort of thing he would think funny, 
the little toad.” 

“Oh, Reggie’s all right,” 
awkwardly, 

| “All right? He’s a criminal lunatic. 
| He might have ruined both our lives. 
| Naturally, I supposed that it was Miss 
Blossom who had done that writing. . . . 
Monty, you have kept your promise about 
not speaking to Miss Blossom?” 

“Oh, rather.” 
“T’m so glad.” 
“T’ve not so much as seen her.” 
A slight flatness returned to Gertrude’s 

voice. 
“Would you have spoken to her, if you 

had?” 
“No, no. Not so, 

even have bowed.” 
“IT shouldn’t have 

ing.” 
“Well, perhaps I might have bowed— 

coldly.” 
“But no more.” 
“Not an inch more.” 
“I’m so glad. I knew I could trust 

you, darling.” 
“Absolutely.” 
“Tt is quite all right, sir,” said Albert 

Peasemarch, coming glimmering through 
the shadows. “I met Miss Blossom, as 
you instructed me, and headed her back, 
informing her that you would not be able 
to meet her here, as per your existing 
arrangement. She says will you come to 
her stateroom any time between eleven 
P.M. and midnight.” 

Monty said 

quite. I wouldn’t 

minded your bow- 

Chapter Seventeen 

IDLING along passages, tiptoeing 
downstairs, starting at the sight of 

stewards and wincing guiltily away from 
stewardesses, Reggie Tennyson, who had 
left the main lounge at ten precisely, 
arrived outside the door of Lottie Blos- 
som’s stateroom at three minutes past. 
He looked, indeed, much like one of those 
men who are always getting arrested by 
the police for loitering with intent. A 
policeman, had one been present, might 
have been uncertain as to whether Reg- 
gie was meditating murder, arson, rob- 
bery-from-the-person-with-violence, or the 
purchase of chocolates after eight P.M. ; 
but he would have known it was some- 
thing pretty bad. 

For perhaps forty seconds the young 
man stood motionless except for his dart- 
ing, swiveling eyes. Then, as though some 
inner voice had whispered in his ear the 
words, “Two thousand quid!” he firmly 
turned the handle and went in. 

Considering that the proprietress of this 
stateroom had once been very dear to 
him, that he had, indeed, on one occasion 
actually gone to the length of asking her 
to be his wife, it might have been sup- 
posed that a certain sentimentality would 
have gripped Reggie Tennyson as he now 
gazed upon the intimacies of her sleep- 
ing-apartment. 

This, however, was not the case. His 
whole attention was riveted upon the 
cabin trunk which stood in the corner. 
Investigating, he found that it was locked; 
but reason told him that where there are 
cabin trunks, there must be keys, and in- 
tuition led him to the dressing-table.. The 
keys were in the first drawer he examined, 

and he had snatched them up and was 
about to slink back to the trunk, when 
his eye fell on a photograph which stood 
in a silver frame against the mirror—a 
full-face photograph of his brother Am- 
brose smoking a pipe. 

The thought that this rugged man was 
at large about the ship, and might quite 
possibly pop in and catch him here, 
chilled Reggie Tennyson, and for an in- 
stant he was incapable of movement. 

Then that inner voice whispered, “Two 
thousand quid!” in his ear again, and he 
shook off the momentary weakness. He 
returned to the trunk, found the key that 
fitted the lock, and pulling its jaws apart, 
began to search it with feverish haste. 

He might just as well have spared him- 
self the trouble and nervous strain. The 
briefest exploration was sufficient to tell 
him that wherever the Mickey Mouse 
might be, it was not in Lottie Blossom’s 
cabin trunk. Still, with twitching fingers 
he groped among handkerchiefs, scarves, 
stockings, belts, woolen jumpers, silk 
jumpers, green jumpers, red jumpers, 
rummy things with ribbons on them, rum- 
my things without ribbons on them, and 
what his knowledge of the facts of life 
told him was knee-length underwear. 

It was no good. He had to give it up. 
Reluctantly, with many a longing, linger- 
ing look behind, he closed the trunk, re- 
placed the keys in their drawer, tried to 
avoid the eye of Ambrose’s photograph, 
failed to do so, shuddered, and then stand- 
ing in the middle of the room, began to 
revolve slowly on his axis, his gaze fixed 
on the carpet as if in the hope that it 
might harbor trapdoors and oubliettes. 

And suddenly, as he did so, there came 
into his face a new animation and ardor. 

He had seen something that had up 
till now escaped his notice, a wickerwork 
basket—smallish, but not too small, just 
the sort of wickerwork basket, in fact, in 
which an ingenious girl with a brown 
plush Mickey Mouse to hide might quite 
well have hidden it. 

“Voicks!” cried the inner voice. 
Brimming over with sunny optimism, 

Reggie bounded forward. He reached 
the wickerwork basket. He stooped over 
it. He lifted the lid with his right hand 
and plunged his left hand in. 

The time was now precisely fifteen 
minutes past ten. 

OTTIE BLOSSOM had taken coffee 
with Ambrose in the lounge at the 

conclusion of dinner and had sat there 
with him until a glance at her watch showed 
her that it was ten o’clock, the hour at 
which she had arranged to meet Monty 
on the second-class promenade deck. 

As she was quite determined not to 
part with the fateful mouse until he had 
fulfilled her already stated conditions, it 
seemed to her a mere waste of time to 
talk to Monty: but she had given her 
promise, so at one minute past ten she 
placed a hand to her forehead, registered 
distress with practiced skill, and informed 
Ambrose that she had a headache and 
proposed now to withdraw to her state- 
room and go to bed. 

This naturally gashed Ambrose like a 
knife, and the process of soothing his 
anxiety and his fears occupied another 
five minutes. It was not till ten-seven 
that she was able to get away. And then 
—she encountered Albert Peasemarch. 



Her interview with Albert was brief. 
Hollywood had made Lotus Blossom a 
past-mistress in the art of throttling down 
people who tried to tell her how good 
they were. By twelve minutes past ten 
Albert Peasemarch had delivered Monty’s 
message and vanished into the night. 
Miss Blossom then turned and started to 
go down to her stateroom. 

She was annoyed, and not without rea- 
son. It irked her to have to immure her- 
self in a stateroom at this early hour— 
just fourteen minutes past ten—virtually 
the shank of the afternoon. Muttering 
an observation which she had once heard 
from the lips of a director as she walked 
off the set at the height of his activities, 
she approached the door. And as her 
fingers touched the handle, there sudden- 
ly rent the air from inside the room a 
sharp, agonized scream. 

She did not hesitate. Lottie Blossom 
may have had her faults,—Gertrude But- 
terwick could have pointed out dozens,— 
but lack of courage was not one of them. 
She pulled open the door without an 
instant’s vacillation. 

Her eyes rested on her old friend 
Reginald Tennyson. He was doing a sort 
of Astaire pompom dance round the room 
with the forefinger of his left hand in his 

mouth. 

Chapter Eighteen 

GIRL who has been led to suppose 
that there is a fiend in human shape 

in her sleeping quarters, and discovers in- 
stead a young man with whom she has 
frequently dined and supped and trodden 
the measure, is apt to experience a cer- 
tain difficulty in finding words with which 
to express her astonishment. Lottie Blos- 
som, in the first moments of this unex- 
pected meeting, merely stood in the 
doorway with her mouth open. 

Nor was Reggie more conversational. 
His finger was giving him considerable 
pain, and he went on sucking it in silence. 

It was Lottie, after all, who was the 
first to find words. 

“Why, Reg-gee!” cried Lottie. 
Reginald Tennyson withdrew his finger 

from his mouth. His demeanor was that 
of a man who seethes with righteous in- 
dignation. 

“What the devil,” he inquired emotion- 
ally, “have you got in that basket?” 

Lottie began to see daylight. Amuse- 
ment took the place of surprise. She 
had a simple, wholesome mind, easily en- 
tertained by clean, simple comedy, and 
the reactions of those who opened her 
wickerwork basket always diverted her. 

“That is Wilfred, my alligator.” 
“Your what?” 
“Alligator. Don’t you know what an 

alligator is? Oh, well, you will another 
time.” 

The clearing up of the mystery did 
nothing to soothe Reggie. His austerity 
became, if anything even more marked. 

“Alligator? What on earth is the idea 
of having the place alive with alligators? 
What’s a bally alligator doing in a civi- 
lized stateroom?” 

Lottie Blossom was anxious to get on 
to the main inquiry or probe, but she 
perceived that it would be impossible to 
rivet her guest’s attention until this point 
had been explained to his satisfaction. 
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“Tt’s just a press stunt. My press- 
agent thought it would help the general 
composition. What happened? Did Wil- 
fred snap at you?” 

“He merely nearly took my arm off.” 
“You shouldn’t have teased him.” 
“T did not tease him.” 
“Then I guess he mistook you for a 

fly.” 
“Do I look like a fly?” 
Lottie Blossom had been smiling, but 

the smile now faded from her lips, leav- 
ing them tight and compressed. 

“Shall I tell you what you look like?” 
“What?” 
“You look,” said Miss Blossom quietly, 

but none the less formidably, “like a man 
who’s going to tell me what he’s doing 

in my stateroom.” 
Reggie fell back on bluster. 

“Never mind that! We’re not talking 
about that. We're talking about this 
damned man-eating crocodile of yours. 
Look what it’s done to my finger!” 

Lottie Blossom corrected him. 
“We are talking about that. We’re 

talking about that right now. What are 
you doing in my stateroom, you young 
spawn of a boll-weevil? You'd best come 
clean, young by golly Reggie Tennyson, 
or we'll have to see what we’re going to 

do about it.” 
Reggie coughed. Still sucking the fore- 

finger of his left hand, he passed the 
forefinger of his right round the inside of 
his collar. He coughed once more. 

“Well?” 
Reggie considered his hostess. She 

looked, he perceived, just like what she 
was—one of the Hoboken Murphys, who 
had reached the point, so easily reached 
by the Murphys of Hoboken, where no in- 
tention remained of standing for any 
more funny business. 

He decided on absolute frankness. 
“Listen, Lottie, old girl.” 
“T’m listening. And less of the ‘old 

girl.’ ” 
“Tl tell you everything.” 
“You better had.” 
“T came here to look for that mouse 

of Monty’s.” 
“Ah!” 
“The one you pinched from him, you 

know. He wanted me to get it back.” 
Lottie Blossom was smiling grimly. 
“Ah,” she said. “And did you find it?” 
“No.” 
“T see. Well, you’ve found it now.” 
From beneath the wrap which she had 

carried over one arm as she entered, she 
now drew the Mickey Mouse. 

“Good gosh!” 
“Well, you didn’t think I’d be such a 

chump as to leave it lying about in my 
stateroom, with young thugs like you 
prowling around, did you?” 

EGGIE was gaping at the mouse with 
undisguised emotion. Indeed, his eyes 

were rolling in his head. 
“Lottie!” he cried. 

mouse!” 
Lottie Blossom stared at him amazed- 

ly. “Do what? Give it to you?” 
“Yes.” 
“Black out on that laugh,” advised 

Lottie. “You'll never be able to top it. 
Give you this mouse! Yes, that’s good. 
What do you think I am?” 

Reggie swung his arm in a wide, pas- 
sionate gesture. 

“Give me _ that 

“A pal! Lottie, old bird, you don’t 
know what it means to me if I get it.” 

“Reggie, old caterpillar, you don’t know 
what it means to me if I keep it.” 

“But Lottie, have a heart! I'll 
you the whole thing. I’m in love.” 

“Who is she?” 
“Mabel Stence.” 
“A good sort; I’ve always liked Mabel. 

Have you fixed it up?” 
“No. And why?” 
“Because she’s got too much sense.” 
Reggie sawed the air wildly. 
“She hasn’t got too much sense. At 

least, I hope she hasn’t. But I can’t 
move an inch in the matter unless I get 

that mouse. I haven’t a bean in the 
world. My only chance of getting a good 
square pop at Mabel is to secure that 
mouse and hand it over to Monty. If I 
do, he says he’ll slip me two thousand 
quid.” 

“What!” 
“Yes. And if I had that, I should be 

able to go to Hollywood and pursue 
Mabel with my addresses. Whereas 
without it, I shall have to tool off to 
Montreal to that foul office job, and stay 
moldering there the rest of my life.” 

tell 

HE fire had faded from Lottie Blos- 
som’s eyes. Her lips had lost their 

tautness; they unmistakably quivered. If 
the Hoboken Murphys had hair-trigger 
tempers, they also possessed hair-trigger 
hearts. But she shook her flaming head 
remorsefully. 
“con't.” 
“Lottie!” 
“Tt’s no good saying ‘Lottie!’ I can't 

do it. If Bodkin has been wising you up 
on this mouse sequence, you know how 
things are with me. I want to get Am- 
brose his job, and that mouse is the only 
shot in my locker. And it’s no good look- 
ing at me like that, either. I’ve as much 
right to want to marry Ambrose as you 
have to want to marry Mabel, haven’t I? 
And he won’t marry me unless he gets a 
job. So I’ve got to hold Bodkin up.” 

“T suppose you know it’s practically 
blackmail?” 

“Tt is blackmail. And if it’s any com- 
fort to you and him to know it, I hate 
and despise myself for doing it. But I'd 
a darned sight rather hate and despise 
myself than lose my Ammie. Oh, Reg- 
gie, you know there’s almost nothing in 
this world I wouldn’t do for you, my pet. 
I’ve always felt toward you like a mother 
with an idiot child. But you’re asking 
just the one thing I can’t do. I can’t 
give you this mouse—I can’t, 7 can’t. 
You must see that?” 

Reggie nodded. He knew when he was 
licked. 

“Oh, all right.” 
“Don’t look like that, Reggie darling. 

I can’t bear it. Oh, why can’t you per- 
suade this fool of a Bodkin to sign up 
with Ikey Llewellyn? If only he would, 
everything would be jake. He could get 
Ikey to take Ambrose back, as soon as 
look at you.” 

“Not a chance, I’m afraid. Monty 
swears nothing will induce him to become 
an actor. He told me it’s a regular ob- 
thingummy with him.” 

“He makes me tired.” 
“Me too. Still, there it is. Well,” said 

Reggie, “I think I'll be pushing along. 
Thanks for a pleasant evening.” 



Thoughtfully sucking his’ finger, and 
directing as he went a.cold-Igook: at the 
wickerwork basket, he moved to the door. 

It was some minutes later that Lottie 
Blossom’s bitter meditations were inter- 
rupted by a knock on the door. 

“Come,” she called. 
The door opened. Ambrose Tennyson 

stood on the threshold. 
There was a bottle-in Ambrose Tenny- 

son’s hand, and another sticking out’ of 
his pocket, for a man in love who ‘has 
seen the adored object totter from his 
presence with a hand to her forehead and 
her lips drawn together in almost unen- 
durable pain, does not just go on sitting 
in an armchair smoking his cigar: he 
hastens to the ship’s doctor in quest of 
headache remedies. 

“Well,” he said, “how are you feeling?” 
The unexpected) sight. of the man she 

loved had an odd effect on Lottie Blos- 
som. A sudden yearning tenderness flooded 
over her, bringing a lump to her ‘throat 
and tears to her eyes. She broke down 
completely. 

“Oomph,” she sobbed. “Oomph!” 
It has been pointed out earlier in this 

narrative that to a man in whose pres- 
ence a girl is going oomph, there is but 
one course open: namely, to administer 
gentle pats to the subject’s head or 
shoulder. But this naturally applies only 
to comparative strangers of the male sex. 
If the onlooker is a man who loves this 
oomphing girl and is loved by her, some- 
thing of a far more emphatic nature is 
called for. It is for him to embrace, to 
fondle, to kiss the tears away, to drop on 
his knees and murmur soothing words. 

Ambrose Tennyson did none of these 
things. He stood there motionless. 

“T have brought you some stuff,” he 
said in a dull voice. “For your head- 
ache.” 

Although she had by no means had her 
cry out, Lottie Blossom sat up and dried 
her eyes. She was astonished. 

“Ammie!” she exclaimed. 
Ambrose’s maner continued aloof. 
“TI would have come earlier,” he said, 

“but the doctor kept me waiting.” 
He paused, his face expressionless. 
“And when I did get here, I heard you 

talking to some man, and assumed that 
you would not wish to be interrupted.” 

He placed the bottles on the dressing- 
table and turned to the door. He found 
Lottie standing between him and it. 

“Listen, Ammie,” said Lottie, “if you'll 
give me half a chance, I’m going to ex- 
plain that. For the love of Pete, let’s not 
have another battle. Heaven knows a 
good turn-up is meat and drink to me, as 
a rule. But not now. Sit down, and 
I'll put you straight about this business.” 

WENTY minutes later, after a stroll 
on the open deck to lick his wounds 

and refresh his frazzled soul, Reggie 
sought out his principal and employer to 
make his report. 
He had just reached Monty’s door, 

when it opened with a sharp abruptness, 
as if somebody with an overflowing soul 
had jerked at the handle, and his brother 
Ambrose came out. Ambrose’s face was 
drawn, and his eyes haggard. He looked 
dazedly at Reggie for an instant, then 
pagsed on without speaking. And Reggie, 
having stared after him till-he was out: of 
sight, went on into the stateroom. And 
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the first thing he beheld as he crossed the 
threshold sent him rocking back on his 
heels as if alligators had snapped at him. 

Monty Bodkin was seated on the bed. 
In his hand was the Mickey Mouse. He 
was absently screwing its head on and off. 

“Oh, hello, Reggie,” he said dully. He 
screwed off the head of the Mickey Mouse, 
screwed it on again, and began to screw 
it off once more. 
“What—what—” Reggie ejaculated 

feebly, pointing a shaking finger. 
Monty continued to look like a lump of 

putty. 
“Oh, yes,” he said, “I’ve got it back. 

Ambrose just brought it.” 
Reggie collapsed into a chair. 
“You say Ambrose restored this mouse?” 
“Yes. Apparently the Blossom told him 

that she had got it and was holding me 
up with it, and Ambrose put the presi- 
dential veto on the scheme. He told her it 
wasn’t playing the game, to hold chaps 
up with Mickey Mice, and he made her 
give it to him, and then he brought it 
to me.” 

Reggie’s grip on the chair tightened. 
Reason had been tottering on its throne 
already, and this amazing piece of in- 
formation nearly unseated it. 

“You don’t seriously mean that?’ 
“Yes. It was pretty decent of old Am- 

brose,” said Monty dispiritedly. 
“Sound bloke,” agreed Reggie. “But 

what are you sitting there looking like 
that for, if you’ve got the thing back? 
Why no ringing cheers? Why no spring 
dances?” 

Monty laughed. At least, Reggie sup- 
posed that the odd sound was intended 
for a laugh. 

“Oh, me? I’ve nothing to cheer about. 
Getting this mouse back doesn’t make any 
difference to me. Everything’s off.” 

“Off?” quavered Reggie. His eyes di- 
lated. If the expression meant what he 
supposed, it was the end of all things. 
Bim went his two thousand quid; and as 
for his dreams of becoming a well-known 
and popular member of Hollywood’s 
young married set, he might as well 
abandon them right away. “Everything’s 
off?” he quavered pallidly, clutching for 
support at his chair. “Not you and 
Gertrude?” 

“Wes.” 

“But why?” 

’ 

ONTY screwed off the head of the 
Mickey Mouse, screwed it on again, 

and began to screw it off once more. 
“Tl tell you,” he said. And he pro- 

ceeded to recapitulate the events of this 
fateful evening, ending with his betrayal 
by Albert Peasemarch: “He came gam- 
boling up to me, as I was talking to 
Gertrude, and saluted in a sailorly manner 
and said that it was all right—that he 
had seen Miss Blossom and told her that 
I couldn’t get together with her then and 
that she had said that she quite under- 
stood and would I come to her stateroom 
round about eleven.” 
“My sainted aunt! What a dashed in- 

fernal idiot!” 
“A trifle shortish on savoir faire, yes,” 

agreed Monty. “The effect of these few 
words on Gertrude was a bit noticeable. 
Yes, you can take it from me that every- 
thing is off—definitely and absolutely.” 

Silence fell upon the stateroom. 
“T’m sorry,” said Reggie at lefigth. 

“Thanks,” said Monty. “Yes, it is a 
bit of a nuisance.” 

“Quite. Well, I think,” said Reggie, 
rising, “I’ll go and stroll for a while on 
the boat-deck.” 

He had been gone some few minutes 
when there was a knock on the door. 
Mabel Stence entered. 

“Hope I didn’t disturb you,” said Mabel. 
“T’m looking for Reggie Tennyson.” 

“Just left. . . . Boat deck.” 
“Right,” said Mabel. 

ee was pleasant on the boat-deck, or 
would have been to any man whose life 

was not wrecked and whose hopes were 
not in ruins. Reggie hardly felt the 
breeze, scarcely saw the stars. He clutched 
the rail and gave a hollow groan. 

It was thus that Mabel Stence found 
him. She appeared concerned. “Some- 
thing the matter?” 

“Nothing, nothing.” 
Mabel Stence was a girl who had no 

use for circumlocution. 
“T’ve just been talking to Lottie Blos- 

som,” she announced. “She said you had 
told her you were in love with me.” 

Reggie tried to speak, but found that 
his vocal cords were not working. 

“And I came hunting after you to find 
out if it was official. Is it true?” 

“Of course it’s true. Haven’t I been 
goggling at you for days?” 

“Ves, you have goggled.” 
“And squeezed your hand?” 
“Yes, and squeezed my hand.” 
“And kissed you?” 
“Yes, you’ve done that too.” 
“Well, then.” 
“But I know what you city slickers are 

like. You think nothing of trifling with 
the affections of the poor working-girl.” 

Reggie bumped back against the rail, 
aghast. “What!” 

“You heard.” 
“You don’t imagine that I’m one of 

those butterflies, do you, that my cousin 
Gertrude talks about? I’m not like that. 
I love you like the dickens.” 

“Well, that’s fine.” 
“T’ve loved you ever since you nearly 

twisted my neck off that first day.” 
“Great.” 
“And day by day in every way it’s been 

getting worse and worse ever since.” 
“Don’t you mean better and better?” 
“No, I don’t mean better and better. 

I mean worse and worse. And why? 
Because it’s all hopeless. Hopeless,” re- 
peated Reggie, thumping the rail: ‘“Abso- 
bally-hopeless.” 

Mabel Stence laid a gentle hand upon 
his arm. 

“Hopeless?” she said. “Why? If what’s 
worrying you is that you think I don't 
love you, dismiss the foolish notion. I’m 
crazy about you.” 

“Would you marry me if I asked you?” 
“I’m going to marry you even if you 

don’t ask me.” 
The effect of her words on Reggie was 

to make him plunge like a horse, as if he 
were about to beat his head against the 
rail. He was profoundly moved. 

“But you aren’t, dash it. That’s the 
whole point. Can’t you understand? I 
haven’t a bean in the world. I can’t go 
about the place marrying people.” 
“But—” A 

“T know. You’ve enough for two, what?” 
“Plenty.” 



“And it wouldn’t be any different from 
marrying an heiress, and all that. I know, 
I know. But it can’t be done.” 

“Reggie, darling!” 
“Tt can’t be done, I tell you. I won’t 

live on your money, I never thought that 
high-mindedness of Ambrose’s was catch- 
ing, but so it has proved.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“T’m telling you. Watching Ambrose 

prancing about the ship exuding honor at 
every pore has made me a changed man. 
I’m positively dashed if I’m going to go 
through life helping myself out of your 
little earnings. And that’s that, if I die 
of a broken heart.” 

Mabel sighed. “You couldn’t be just a 
little less noble?” 

“Not a fraction.” 
“T see. Well, I respect you, of course.” 
“And a fat lot of good that is! I don’t 

want to be respected. I want to be 
married. I want to sit opposite you at 
breakfast, pushing my cup up for more 
coffee—” 
“while I tell you the cute thing little 

Reggie said to his nurse.” 
“Exactly.” 
“But you still feel you’ve got to be 

noble?” 
“T’m sorry, old girl; I must. It’s like 

getting religion.” 
There was a silence. Reggie placed an 

arm about her waist. He nearly cracked a 
rib, but brought no comfort either to 
himself or her. 

“The thing that makes me froth so 
frightfully at the mouth,” he said moodi- 
ly, breaking the long pause, “is that every- 
thing so nearly came right this morning. 
Those English sequences of old Pop 
Llewellyn’s, you remember: If he had 
given me a contract to look after those, 
I should now be in a position to marry 
at the drop of the handkerchief. Wouldn’t 
be any good working on him, do you 
think?” 

“Working on him?” 
“You know. Clustering round him. 

Doing him little acts of kindness. Try- 
ing to fascinate the old scoundrel.” 

“Not the least.” 
“T suppose not. Though how about 

putting him under some obligation? , Sav- 
ing his life, I mean, or something like 
that—rescuing him from a runaway 
horse.” 

“Reggie!” 
Mabel Stence’s voice rang out sharply. 

“Reggie, do you know what you’ve said? 
A mouthful, no less. That’s exactly what 
we are going to do.” 

“Rescue Llewellyn from a runaway 
horse? Not so dashed easy on board an 
ocear liner, what?” 

“No, no; I mean there is something 
you can do for Ikey that will make him 
give you anything you care to ask for. 
Let’s find him and put it up to him right 
away. He’ll probably be in his stateroom.” 

“Yes, but what—” 
“T’ll explain as we go.” 

JOR LLEWELLYN was not in his state- 
room, its only occupant at the moment 

of their arrival being Albert Peasemarch. 
Mabel silenced him by sending him in 
quest of her brother-in-law. And presently 
Mr. Llewellyn appeared, looking agitated. 

As he ecbserved Reggie, his agitation 
became tinged with other emotions. He 
halted in the doorway, staring offensively. 
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Mabel ignored the stare. 
“Come on in, Ikey,” she said, in that 

admirably brisk way of hers. “Don’t 
stand there looking like a statue of the 
Motion Picture Industry Enlightening the 
World! Step in and shut the door.” 

Mr. Llewellyn did as he was directed, 
but with an ill grace. 

“Now, listen, Ikey: I’ve just been tell- 
ing Reggie about that necklace of Grayce’s 
that you’re going to smuggle through the 
Customs.” 
A banshee-like howl broke from the 

motion-picture magnate’s lips. 
“You—you'’ve told him?” 
Reggie shot his cuffs. 
“Yes, Llewellyn, she has told me. I 

know all, my dear Llewellyn. I am abreast 
of the whole position of affairs—the neck- 
lace, your spiritual agony at the prospect 
of having to smuggle same, and, in short, 
everything. And in return for certain 

concessions on your part, I have agreed 
to take the assignment off your hands.” 
“What!” 
“T say in return for certain concessions 

on your part, I am willing to take the 
entire assignment off your hands. 7 will 
smuggle that necklace. So perk up, 
Llewellyn. Clap your hands and jump 
round in circles, and let us see that jolly 
smile of yours.” 

“You don’t mean that?” 
“T do mean that, Llewellyn. In return 

for certain—” 
“What we were talking about this morn- 

ing, Ikey,” said Mabel. “Reggie wants a 
contract to superintend your English 
sequences.” 

“For three years.” 
“Five years. At a salary of—” 
“Seven hundred and fifty—” 
“A thousand.” 
“Of course, yes. How right you are.” 
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“Much nicer sum.” 
“Exactly. Rounder. Easier to remem- 

ber. Pencil in as the salary, therefore, 
Llewellyn, a weekly one thousand dollars.” 

“And none of your options.” 
“What,” said Reggie, “are options?” 
“Never mind,” said Mabel. “There 

aren’t going to be any in your contract.” 
“No options?” said Ikey wistfully, for 

he loved the little things. 
“Nary a one,” said Mabel. 
“Very well,” said Ivor resignedly. 
“And now,” said Mabel, “here’s a 

fountain pen, and here’s a sheet of paper. 
I think we'll have a few brief lines in 
writing.” 

The business deal concluded, the door 
closed behind them, it was Mabel’s view 
that another visit to the boat-deck would 
be agreeable. 

To this, however, Reggie, though he 
yielded to none in his affection for the 
boat-deck, was compelled to demur. 

“You pop up there,” he said, “and I'll 
join you in a minute. I have a slight spot 
of work to do.” 

“Work?” 
“Diplomatic work. A couple of young 

hearts to knit together. Poor old Monty 
Bodkin, due largely to me, has had a bust- 
up with my cousin Gertrude, and it’s up 
to me to fix it up. Can’t leave poor old 
Monty wallowing in the soup, what?” 

“Well, don’t be long.” 
“Expect me in five minutes.” 
He found Gertrude sitting in a corner of 

the lounge, with Miss Passenger, the cap- 
tain of the ladies’ hockey team, and Miss 
Purdue, the vice-captain. 

She eyed him coldly as he approached, 
for she was not pleased with Reggie. 

“Well?” she said haughtily. 
“Step out of the frame, Mona Lisa,” 

said Reggie briskly. “I want a couple of 
words with you.” 

And attaching himself to her hand, he 
scooped her from her seat and drew her 
apart. 

“Now then, young G., what’s all this 
rot about you and Monty?” 

Gertrude stiffened. “I don’t want to 
talk about it.” 

Reggie clicked his tongue impatiently. 
“What you want to talk about, and 

what you’re going to talk about, are two 
very different things. And anyway, you 
don’t have to talk; all you’ve got to do is 
just drink in what I’m going to say. 
Gertrude, you’re an ass.” 

“You're just wasting your time, talk- 
ing. 

“Tt’s no use your saying, ‘You’re just 
wasting your time, talking.’ You can say, 

‘You're just wasting your time, talking,’ 
till you burst your corsets, and you won’t 
get away from the fact that you are a 
foolish young pip-squeak, and are making 
the floater of a lifetime. One of these 
days you will wake up in the cold gray 
dawn, kicking yourself because you were 
such a mug as to pass up a bet like 
Monty—good-looking, amiable, kind to 
animals, true as steel and wealthy to the 
bursting-point. I know all about this busi- 
ness. If ever a girl misjudged a bloke, 
you’ve misjudged him. From start to 
finish, Monty has been pure to the last 
drop, and you’ve been acting like a goop 
and a whifflesnoot. Here are the facts. 
Let them sink in!” 

Nobody could have given a clearer ex- 
position of the position of affairs than he 
proceeded to do. Conscientiously omit- 
ting nothing, he took her step by step 
through all that had occurred. 

“So there you are,” he concluded. 
“You'll find Monty in his stateroom. If 
he has not yet disrobed, go in and fling 
yourself on his neck. If he has already 
retired to rest, shout ‘Bung-o!’ through 
the keyhole and tell him it’s all right, and 
will he meet you on the boat-deck first 
thing tomorrow for the big reconciliation.” 

Gertrude Butterwick laughed a low, 
hard, bitter, sneering laugh. 

“Oh?” she said. 
“What the hell do you mean, 

demanded Reggie annoyedly. 
Gertrude laughed again. 
“It’s a splendid story,” she said. “I 

particularly liked that bit about Miss 
Blossom stealing the mouse. I wouldn’t 
have thought you and Monty were so 
clever.” 

Reggie gaped. Incredulity was a thing 
for which he had not budgeted. 

“You aren’t suggesting I’m lying!” 
“Well, don’t you usually?” 
“But good gosh, every word I’ve been 

telling you is true.” 
“Ts it likely? Good night. 

to bed.” 
“Yes, but half a second—” 
“Good night!” 
And Gertrude swept haughtily from the 

lounge. 

‘Oh?’” 
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IN THE MONEY 
(Continued from page 43) 

“Then Harvard for Grant,” Leonard 
went on. 

“Grant?” 
“That’s his name. Grant Leslie. 

name?” he referred it to Granard. 
“Good for what?” Granard inquired. 
“To get him anywhere.” 
“After Gorton,” said Granard, careful 

not to make a correction, “and after Har- 
vard, where do you want to put him?” 

“Well,” Leonard gave this back to his 
guest, “what would you say?” 

Granard gazed at the features-in the 
heavy silver frame; alert eyes, too close 

Good 

together, which could develop either 
shrewdness or cruelty—or both; a nice 
straight nose, unlike his father’s; but he 
favored Leonard again in his short, stub- 
born chin. Granard could not deny him- 
self a glance at the three photographs of 
the half-dressed women, wondering which 
—if any of them—was the boy’s mother. 

Leonard, watching, read this thought: 
“T got her pitcher, Granard,” he said. “But 
I don’t keep her out. . She had,” he 
added after an instant, “what it takes.” 

“T don’t doubt it,” Granard said. 
“She had it like a tent,”—Leonard re- 



garded her three rivals or successors or 
whatever they were,—‘“on all of them.” 

Granard nodded, and did not make the 
mistake of further inquiry. 

“Drink, Granard?” 
“Not now, thanks.” 
“Cigarette?” 
“Thanks.” 
“Sit down?” 
“All right.” 
Eyes on each other, neither offering any 

advantage nor trying to take any, they 
sank simultaneously into chairs half the 
room’s width apart. Leonard carefully 
kept his right hand away from the pocket 
where he had his pistol. He continued to 
hold the flashlight in his left hand; but as 
Granard noticed this, he laid it down on 
the table near him. 

The round tube rolled and fell from the 
edge of the table, and Leonard jumped for 
it; but after putting himself in motion, 
suddenly he checked himself and let the 
flashlight lie on the floor. He sat back, 
regarding Granard. 

“About your boy Grant,” Granard said 
conversationally, but his mind not on the 
subject at all, “are you figuring that—after 
Gorton and Harvard—he’ll have to work?” 

“Maybe,” said Leonard shortly. “Also, 
maybe not.” Plainly, his mind had left 
the matter; he shot a glance at his watch. 

[* was time, Granard guessed, for Jim- 
my’s appointment with some one some- 

where near, and Leonard’s thought went 
to that, but not anxiously. In the nature 
of the business, Jimmy could manage it 
alone, even if Leonard had first planned to 
accompany him; and very probably he had 
not. One caller would attract less atten- 
tion than two; and certainly it must be a 
furtive affair. 

“T’d figure, if the boy were mine,” Gran- 
ard went on easily, “on travel, after col- 
lege—Europe, certainly; London, Paris 
and Rome—” 

Leonard was paying only formal atten- 
tion. There was some sound at the front 
of the house. Was Jimmy back already, 
Granard wondered. 

Leonard arose. Granard sat quietly, and 
he caught an instinct, stifled again, which 
started Leonard toward the flashlight; but 
the man left it on the floor and went from 
the room. 

He left the door open behind him, but 
Granard moved so that he could stoop and 
pick up the flashlight without being seen, 
unless Leonard reéntered the room. Leon- 
ard did not immediately do that; and 
Granard took the nickel tube in his hands. 

He twisted the cap at the bottom, ex- 
posing batteries—exposing, too, a little 
space beside the batteries into which paper 
had been pushed, as if only to pack the 
batteries firmly. 

Granard drew this out, felt a circlet in- 
side—a ring of white metal with a gleam- 
ing green stone, brilliantly cut. He saw at 
once it was an emerald, and no common 
one. Its size alone would have distin- 
guished it, aside from its setting and its 
shape. Granard knew he had seen it be- 
fore, and not in a box or in some jeweler’s 
window. He had seen it on some woman’s 
finger. Whose? 

His mind was spinning fast, but not 
swiftly enough to tell him before he was 
warned to pack it back in its paper wad, 
replace it in the tube and screw on the cap. 
He laid the flashlight on the floor, and 
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was in his chair again when Leonard re- 
turned. 
“Damn’ dames,” pronounced Leonard 

morosely. His mood of the afternoon, 
and of the early moments of this evening’s 
encounter, claimed him again. 

Granard ventured no comment; and 
Leonard stood, studying the floor. It 
might be a mannerism; it might be, Gran- 
ard realized, that Leonard noticed some 
change in the position of the flashlight. If 
he did, he made no mention of it. Slowly 
and as if absent-mindedly, Leonard picked 
up the nickel tube and stepped into the 
next room, this time closing the door be- 
hind him. 

Without moving, Granard waited the 
outcome of the investigation which, he was 
certain, was going on at the other side of 
the door. 

The man’s face was a mask when he 
again presented himself. Granard felt 
that one guess of his was as good as the 
opposite, as to what Leonard had learned. 
At least. he knew that he had his stone. 

There were few amenities exchanged be- 
fore Granard departed. 

The air of the street was as agreeable to 
Granard as the return to shore had been, 

after the fishing expedition. The night 
remained mild, calm, reassuring. There 

was the beat of distant drums in dance 
rhythm. 

“Whose ring? Whose ring?” beat in 
Granard’s brain at the accent of the meas- 
ure. He was surer than he had been at 
the moment when he had held it in his 
hand, that he had seen that emerald, in its 
peculiar platinum setting, on a woman’s 
finger—a privileged finger, an important 
finger, at some table where dined men of 
wealth and of peace, and women who were 
wives or widows of great fortune. 

HY had the ring been hidden in the 
handle of Leonard’s lamp? 

Not because it was stolen. For if it had 
been lost to its owner by theft, word would 
have been given, a report spread, and a 
reward probably offered for its recovery. 
This had not been done. Moreover, Jimmy 
Trimp was no thief or partner of thieves. 
Jimmy was a blackmailer. 

Probably, then, the ring was a payment, 
or more likely, given as a pledge of a cash 
payment later to be made. It marked ex- 
tortion, but not theft; and it marked the 
victim as a woman. 
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A woman, not a man, was paying Jimmy 
and Leonard. It was with a woman, not 
a man, that Jimmy had had the appoint- 
ment which he had proceeded to keep this 
night... . 

Granard let himself into the apartment 
which he shared with Shane. 

“Calls?” he inquired of Abe. 
“One from New York City, sir.” 
“The paper?” 
“Mr. Carewe, sir. 

important.” 
“Call him back,” Granard bid. 
“Bill,” said Carewe’s voice from New 

York, “‘what’s new down there?” 
“Not much,” Granard replied, careful- 

ly. “What have you got?” 
“Something big on the 

from Ralph’s plane.” 
“Whose are they?” Granard asked. 
“Too fast, Bill. We haven’t fastened 

the name on them yet. The prints don’t 
fit any on file at police headquarters, or 
in the Washington bureau. The man who 
rode with Ralph Strather certainly never 
had a police record; and he hadn’t 
voluntarily put his prints on file in the 
civil identification list, either.” 

“Then what’s so good that you have 
on them?” Granard demanded. “A ‘no 
record’ report? You called me to cheer 
over that?” 

“You'll cheer, Bill! But it’s hell to put 
it into a headline.” 

“What?” 
“The man who took the last ride with 

Ralph Strather—and shot him—is the 
same man who took the last drink with 
Sally Doane—and shot her.” 

Granard drew in breath quickly as his 
thoughts spun about this statement. Sally 
Doane was a show-girl who had been shot 
and killed in New York, ten days ago, by 
some yet unknown “admirer.” The man 
had gone to her apartment with her; 
they had been drinking; then a shot. The 
man had escaped, leaving no indication of 
his identity but a thumb- and a finger- 
print on a cocktail glass. 

The headlines next morning had de- 
clared him a “society man”—a “mysteri- 
ous playboy.” And the murder of Sally 
Doane had supplied one of the sensations 
of the same week which brought the first 
threat to Milly Welton from the Voice; 

and which brought to Milly, in the mail, 
the first five-hundred-dollar bili marked 
“For. a good girl.” 

But Milly had said she never had had 
anything to do with Sally. She had not 
even known Sally. Milly would not even 
have heard her name, had not Sally Doane 
been shot so sensationally by some not- 
yet-named “friend.” She never had played 
in a show with Sally. Sally Doane was, 
to Milly, only a girl who ‘had been shot, 
having taken to her apartment some 
mysterious “friend” who had drunk with 
her, and then killed her and disappeared 
—leaving as evidence of his identity only 
a few fingerprints on the glass which he 
had held. 

The trouble had been that these finger- 
prints tallied with none on record any- 
where. 

Now Ralph Strather had been ac- 
companied, on his flight from Newport 

News, by some “friend” who, at last, 
had shot him and disappeared—leaving 
fingerprints which tallied with the finger- 

He said it is most 

fingerprints 

prints left on the glass beside Sally Doane. 

. . . The details of the discovery of ‘this 
fact were coming from Carewe over the 
phone. 

“Where’s Milly tonight?” Granard 
asked. 

“Here,” said Carewe, and he named 
the hotel. 

“You’ve told her about the tally on 
the prints?” 

“Of course I’ve told her,” Carewe re- 
turned. “But she’s no good to us. She’s 
collapsed, practically, Bill, after Strather 
was buried. She stood up to that; then 
she went to pieces. Anything keeping 
you there, Bill?” 

“Why?” Granard returned. 
“If you came up,—and you'd better 

fly, Bill_—you might get something from 
Milly.” 

“Then you think she has something?” 
“Who can tell what any girl’s got?” 

Carewe complained. “But something has 
struck Milly so hard that it’s shoved her 
completely under. You'll leave in the 
morning?” 

“A little later,’ Granard replied; and 
after more talk, which led to nothing, he 
hung up. 

He had not mentioned the emerald 
ring to Carewe. How could Carewe, from 
a phoned description, help him identify 
the owner? Moreover, Granard had no 
certainty that it was connected with the 
affair which had involved Milly and drawn 
Ralph Strather on to his death. Jimmy 
Trimp and his friend “Leonard” un- 
doubtedly had more than one iron in the 
fire; and two might -be extremely “hot” 
at the same time. 

Granard went to his room and un- 
dressed, plagued by the image of the 
emerald which he almost, but not quite, 
could “see” upon a woman’s finger. 
Whose? 

Peggy might help him, he thought. A 
girl, even though she did not go in for 
gems herself, noticed them on others. It 
was amazing, the catalogue of articles of 
adornment which women carried in their 
minds. 

He sat down, and lest sleep might 
destroy the sharpness of his recollection, 
he made a drawing of the ring, as he 
remembered it. 

ie was shortly after nine in the morn- 
ing when Abe awoke him. 
“A telegram, sir,” the little colored 

man said. “I figured it might be im- 
portant.” 

It was. Milly’s name followed eight 
words: 
“Am returning. Please be there when 

I come.” 
Granard creased the yellow slip be- 

tween his fingers, trying to satisfy him- 
self as to what this appeal to him implied. 
Indecision, he thought—indecision before 
a dilemma which she could not resolve 
by herself. 

He recollected, of course, Carewe’s 
description of her as having been shoved 
“completely under.” 

“Reply, sir?” Abe asked him. 
Granard wrote, simply, “I will be here,” 

signed his name, and handed it to Abe 
who phoned it to the telegraph office. 

“You'll have breakfast now, Mr. Gran- 
ard?” the little colored man asked. 

“Whenever you're ready, Abe. . . .-And 
by the way, is there green ink, or perhaps 
a green crayon, about the place?” 



“No sir; but it’s hardly a step to a 
drug-store.” 

“Never mind,” Granard bade, but after 
he had shaved and dressed, he found a 
bottle of green ink on the desk in the 
living-room. 

He colored, with some care, his draw- 
ing of the emerald. 

He wished he knew by what means 
Milly was returning—by train or by air. 
But he had intentionally kept out of his 
telegram to her any question which might 
upset her own plan. A fragile plan, at 
best, he thought; and he thought that, 
when she actually left, he would hear 
again from Carewe. 

He looked at the clock and called 
Peggy. To his surprise, she herself an- 
swered. 

“Up?” he inquired. 
“And ‘decent,’” she replied, adopting 

the word of the Broadway jargon for 
“dressed,” but she failed to make her 
voice frivolous. 

“Going out?” he asked. 
“Not now.” 
“T’'ll be over,” he announced. 
“T’d like that,” she said; and her 

monosyllables strengthened his feeling 
that, in her sphere also, something had 
happened since he had seen her, 

E found her alone, and in no morning 
negligee, but dressed as if she had 

been about to go out, early as it was. Also 
she had breakfasted. 

She not only was serious, as he had 
expected, but plainly she was troubled 
too. Her mood stirred him; a woman’s 
mood, it was—stubborn, protective, de- 
fensive, secretive and a little frightened 
too,.She was more than a little frightened, 
he realized, before he had spent a minute 
with her, talking of trival things. 
A glance about the room told him that 

she had had a newspaper, and had read 
it and rumpled it and thrust it aside. 
Peggy watched him, as he noticed this; 
and she waited for his eyes to return to 
her. 

“You’ve seen that, of course, Bill,” she 
said. “Or you knew it before it went to 
press.” 

He nodded. ale 
“What goes to press in the next edition, 

Bill?” she demanded of him. 
He shook his head, studying her. 
“You mean you don’t know?” she 

challenged impatiently, “or you’re not 
telling me?” 

“Perhaps a little of both,” he said. 
Suddenly she stamped her little foot. 

“Bill, tell me!” 
“Tell you what?” 
“What’s coming next?” 
“What’s made it so important to you?” 

Granard parried. 
“A queer thing, Bill!” she told him. 

“A strange thing!” And she looked at 
him, her eyes big; and her lips parted 
and trembled. 

“What thing, Peggy?” he said, very 
gently. He led her to a sofa upon which 
she seated herself. She pulled one foot 
up under her and stared down. He 
placed himself behind her, close to her; 
and gave her a little time. 

“What thing, Peggy?” he finally re- 
peated. 

“A perfectly terrible, frightful thing— 
if it’s true, Bill!” she said. “But first 
tell me; do you know who he is?” 
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“The man who killed Ralph—and Sally 
Doane?” Granard said. 

“Yes. The man—of the fingerprints.” 
“No, Peggy; I don’t know.” 
“Does anybody know?” 
“Anybody,” said Granard, “of course 

takes in a lot of ground. Several people 
—or a few, at least—know. We think 
Jimmy Trimp knows, and his friend 
Leonard. I got some evidence last night 
that a woman knows—” 

“Milly, you mean?” 
“The woman I have in mind isn’t Milly. 

Milly doesn’t know—or she didn’t,” 
Granard corrected, “when I last saw her. 
But perhaps she does now.” 

Peggy ignored this, if she heard it. “Of 
course the man himself knows,” she said, 
shivering. 

“Of course,” Granard agreed, closely 
watching as much of her face as she let 
him see. 

“Tt’s on his mind every moment—what 
he’s done,” Peggy proceeded. “He killed 
Sally Doane in New York days and days 
ago; and then he killed Ralph. But no- 
body saw him, either time.” 

“Nobody,” said Granard, “who has 
offered to help the police.” 

“But both times,” Peggy pursued her 
own thoughts, “he left his fingerprints 
behind him. They haunt him, you see; 
they would haunt him, wouldn’t they? 
They must!” 

“Sally and Ralph haunt him?” Granard 
said, knowing she did not mean them; but 
he wanted to force her to her own plainer 
words. 

“Perhaps they do, Bill! He has them 
too! But I meant—his fingerprints.” 

“He certainly made a mistake,” Granard 
said, “to have left them.” 

“He didn’t think about them when he 
shot Sally Doane, the paper says,” Peggy 
whispered. “Probably he’d not shot any- 
one before. It excited him too much; 
and besides, he’d been drinking. They 
found fingerprints everywhere—especially 
plain ones on the cocktail glass. When he 
shot Ralph, he’d had—experience.” 

“He thought of prints then,” Granard 
agreed. “He tried to wipe his away from 
the plane. But he missed one set of 
impressions.” 

“So now,” Peggy breathed, “he’d wipe 
anything he touched, wouldn’t he?” 

Granard waited; but she did not go on, 
by herself. 

“What have you heard, Peggy?” he 
asked, and amended: “Peggy, what have 
you seen?” 

She drew closer quivering. “Bill, I’ve 
seen—him !” 

“Him? Who?” 
She whispered, aghast at her own 

declaration: “He wipes everything he’s 
touched, when he thinks no one sees him.” 

“When did you see him?” 
“Last night.” 
“At a dinner?” 
Peggy shook her head. “No, it was 

afterwards. But I’d almost noticed it 
before.” 

“Almost?” Granard repeated her word. 
“IT mean—I'd felt, earlier, that some- 

thing was strange. Last night—it was 
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late, after we’d danced—I saw he was— 
wiping off things.” 

“Like silver, you mean.” 
“Yes. His fork, and the handle of his 

spoon, and the sides of his wine-glass.” 
Granard had held himself from the di- 

rect challenge of the question, “Who?” 
And he kept to that restraint. 

He realized that Peggy was not ready 
to speak a name, to accuse of murder 
a dinner companion—and one with whom 
later she had danced. Her nearness to 
accusation was shaking her; and Gran- 
ard knew that he would completely si- 
lence her, if he tried to force a name 
from her. 

E took a different direction, drawing 
4 from his pocket the bit of paper on 

which he had sketched the ring with the 
stone which he had colored to its emerald 
green. 

“Did you ever see the original of this?” 
he asked. 

She took the paper and stared at it; 
she lost breath a moment, and then 
looked up. 

“Yes. Why?” she demanded. 
“Whose is it?” 
“His mother’s,” she said; and she gazed 

at him, aghast at what now she had told. 
But still he refrained from trying to force 
her on to the name. ‘What is this, Bill?” 
she asked him. ‘“Who made this—draw- 
ing?” 

“I did.” 
“Of her ring. Where?” 
“T happened on it, Peggy,” he said, 

“In a peculiar place. A blackmailer has 
it, a partner of Jimmy Trimp’s. When 
I found it, I remembered seeing it some- 
time on some woman’s finger. It’s an ex- 
traordinary stone in size and shape, and 
an extraordinary setting. I was sure I'd 
seen it, but I couldn’t think on whose 
finger. I couldn’t take the ring with me; 
so I made a drawing, hoping you could 
help me.” 

Peggy went whiter and bit her lips. 
“Help you to what, Bill?” 

“The identity of the woman who was 
being blackmailed. For it’s surely black- 
mail, Peggy. That’s the business of the 
man who has the ring.” 

“He might have stolen it.” 
“No: he’s a blackmailer, not a thief. 

He made her give him the ring.” 
“Give it to him?” 
“As a payment, or possibly as a pledge 

for later payments. It must be worth 
twenty or thirty thousand dollars. And 
probably it represents considerable prog- 
ress in the line of extortion. Before 
taking rings, the man undoubtedly had 
got all the ready cash the woman could 
scrape up.” 

o save her son,” Peggy whispered. 
“Exactly,” Granard agreed. 
“And you think I'll tell you who he 

is?” 
“Have I asked you?” Granard retort- 

ed, refusing the stupidity of reminding 
her, at such a moment, that she was 
shielding a suspect of a murder. She had 
not seen Ralph Strather seated so still in 
his plane, with the buzzards soaring above 
him; Sally Doane was scarcely a name 
to her. But very recently she had been 
beside a frightened man who felt him- 
self a fugitive; and she had surprised 
him wiping away marks made by his fin- 
gers, lest they drag him to his_death. 

Granard had aroused the protective in- 
stinct in her; and he knew, when a wom- 
an gave way to that, nothing could be 
done with her. It made her irrational 
but more splendid. She stirred him so 
that he spoke in his own defense. 

“What do you think I would do, if I 
knew?” 

“Too much.” 
“You want nothing done?” Granard 

challenged her. 
“No. Not—nothing.” 
“Then what?” 
She was silent. 
“The first thing I would do,” Granard 

proceeded, “would be to make sure of 
him.” 

“Have him locked up, you mean?” 
“T mean—make sure he’s the man.” 
“Oh! By his fingerprints—which he 

wipes away?” 
“By one, at least,” Granard corrected, 

“which he didn’t wipe away.” 
“Then what will you do?” 
“Tf he’s not the man, nothing,” Gran- 

ard replied, and was aware that now he 
was temporizing. 

“But if he is,” 
“He is,” Granard refused evasion. 

both know that. And who he is, 
know soon—if I like.” 

“Whether or not I tell you.” 
“Of course.” 
“You'll trace him through his mother; 

for I told you she was his mother.” 
“And I know he was with you last 

night.” 
“He wasn’t the man with me!” 
“Of course not; but he was in your 

group. And it’s clear that his mother is 
here. It'll not be hard to match them 
together.” 

“Yes; she’s here,” Peggy admitted. “I 
know her; you know her. You also 
know him, at least by sight. Bill, it will 
be—if it’s true—a tremendous scandal. 
Beyond anything before. His mother, 
Bill—does she deserve it?” 

Peggy pressed him. 
“We 

Tl 

“HE irrational instinct of woman’s pro- 
tectiveness claimed her again, making 

her temporarily immune to argument. 
Granard saw this; and he found nothing 
better to say than: 

She seems to have deserved—him.” 
“She didn’t, Bill. That’s the most aw- 

ful part of it. She never deserved—him; 
and she’ll strip herself—or let your 
friends strip her of her last penny; she’d 
endure anything to save him.” 

“ “My friends!’” Granard said, but let 
further protest go by default. 

“Bill,” Peggy begged, “leave this to me 
—just for today.” 

“How much do you mean by this?” 
“Him—and his mother. Your investi- 

gation—how long will it take you, Bill, to 
trace them down—if I don’t tell you who 
they are? Would you have them by 
noon?” 

“By night, I should certainly hope,” 
Granard replied. 

“Then by night, I'll have them for you. 
At least, I’ll tell you who they are. And 
by night, we'll know—both of us— 
whether what we think is surely true. 
For I'll bring you a print of his, Bill. 
One of those he won’t have wiped away. 
But you've got to give me all of today.” 

She arose, and he stood facing her. 
“You're going to trust me, Bill—aren’t 

you?” she said-slowly. 



“Of course I trust you,” he said; and 
by his words he meant that he trusted 
her not to warn her friends away. He 
felt sure that at least she would not do 
that; but how far she could force herself 
to proceed against them, he did not know. 
A tinge of color flushed in her cheek 

and faded. He wondered to what thought 
it was tell-tale. He felt her opposed to 
him. He liked loyalty—to her class, to 
her kind, to her sex, and to that funda- 
mental instinct, stirring beneath all else, 
which marked woman. 

“Good-by, then, Bill, 
After you go, I'll go out.” 

Preceding her, and not even glancing 
back, Granard thought of her emerging 
from the house and proceeding about her 
extraordinary errand. She would be fash- 
ionable and frivolous-looking, as always. 
He went to the beach, intentionally avoid- 
ing any path she was likely to take; but 
soon he was among their acquaintances 
and friends. His mind automatically, sep- 
arated the men known to have mothers 
living. . . . 

At noon, at his apartment, he received 
a wire from Carewe, informing him brief- 
ly that Milly had left New York by air- 
plane. 

After five o’clock, Peggy phoned him, 
and he went directly to her. 

“They’re gone,” she told him. “They’re 
both gone. ... Bill, I swear I did noth- 
ing to frighten them. I expected him all 
afternoon. But they’ve gone.” 

“Where?” 
“T don’t know. They drove away to- 

gether. They took a car and drove away 
alone.” 

“You might as well give them a name,” 
Granard said. 

“He’s Theron, Bill!” 
“Theron Drendale!” Granard realized. 

He had not seen him in Palm Beach; he 
had not seen him recently in New York 
or elsewhere. Theron Drendale was one 
of those men mentioned frequently but 
seldom conspicuous—weak, wealthy, ubiq- 
uitous but in his own furtive way. He 
had been no special friend of Ralph 
Strather’s, Granard thought; but he had 
been no special friend of anyone’s. Ev- 
erybody knew him; no one ever singled 
him out. 

His mother, everyone knew and also 
mentioned. She had divorced his father 
(who since had died), and she had mar- 
ried again, divorced her second husband 
and resumed the dead Drendale’s name. 
Her own father had died and left more 
millions in trust for her. She had had 
but one child, Theron, who now was near 
te thirty, and who had never married. 

Perfectly he fitted into the place of 
the cautious, furtive “friend” of the show- 
girl Sally Doane. Perfectly he fitted the 
requirements of the “friend” whom 
Ralph had picked up at Newport News, 
and who had accompanied Ralph to the 
plane so inconspicuously and quietly that 
no one had been able to describe him; no 
one really had “seen” him. 

until tonight. 

ND now, with his mother, he had dis- 
appeared. For that was what Peggy 

meant. He had taken his mother with 
him, and no one else, and had fled. Who 
had alarmed them? 
Theron Drendale,” Peggy was saying, 

while this raced through his_ mind. 
“You didn’t see him today?” 

“No. I meant to but—failed.” 
Granard did not demand details of her 

attempt. It was enough for him, and for 
her, that they had fled. 

Granard’s mind went back to midnight 
when Leonard entertained him while 
Jimmy Trimp proceeded on his important 
errand. Perhaps it was simply as a re- 
sult of this that the principals in the mat- 
ter had fled. 

“Do you know when they left?” Gran- 
ard asked. 

“Tt was early this afternoon, but I*just 
now found it out. They started south, 
some one said.” 

For Miami, Granard guessed. Or they 
might immediately reverse their course 
and make for Tampa or Fort Myers— 
anywhere. 

Peggy was repeating the little she had 
learned. It was plain that she protected 
them no longer. It was as if she felt 
they had flaunted her protection of them 
when they fled. This too was unreason- 
able; but Granard was thinking, as he 
had before, that a girl only gains from 
unreasonable emotions. 

No cruelty had come to her. Now she 
wanted them caught; but when caught, 
she surely would spare them again. 

“Bill, it’s my fault,” she blamed her- 
self.” “I let them get away.” 

“They haven’t got away,” Granard de- 
nied. “Even if they get to Cuba.” 

Miami, he thought again; and the 
Havana plane. 

Twenty minutes later he was driving to 
Miami, where he learned, after some in- 
quiry, that a woman and a younger man, 
who gave their names as Mr. and Mrs. 
Ellister; had chartered a special plane to 
take them to Cuba. The descriptions 
which Granard gained left little doubt of 
the actual identity of “the Ellisters.” 

ATE that night, Granard returned to 
Palm Beach; he went almost imme- 

diately to the apartment which he shared 
with Shane. As usual, Shane was out, 
but Abe was on hand to report that Mr. 
Carewe, in New York, had phoned him 
repeatedly. 

Carewe’s news proved interesting. He 
had no new development directly on the 
Strather case, but he had learned that 
Izzy Mackleton had departed suddenly 
for Florida. 

“By plane?” Granard inquired. 
“You know Izzy,” Carewe returned. 

“He’d not leave terra firma for a Fed- 
eral appropriation. But he got out in an 
awful hurry on the night train... . It 
must mean a big break is coming quick.” 

Granard silently agreed. Izzy was not 
one to waste his time; he would be on 
hand, in an emergency which required 
him, neither too soon nor too late. 

“Seen Milly?” Carewe inquired. 
“Not yet.” 
“But she flew; she must be there—or 

didn’t she arrive?” 
“She’s here,” Granard assured Carewe. 
“At the Railstons’ again?” 
“Yes. Ralph’s sister met her, I hear, 

and took her home. Nobody blames her, 
Carewe.” 

“Try to make her talk,” was all Carewe 
replied. ... 

Granard called at the Railstons’ at ten 
in the morning. Milly was not up, and 
Esther Railston refused to let her out of 
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Clo (She Girls 
by ANGELO PATRI 

AM writing this message to you, because I 

] have had many letters that say: “Am I wast- 

ing my time in college? It seems to me 

women are losing their places, crowded out by 

men who must have work. What is the good of 

getting ready for a place I may never fill? Am 

I to give up or go on? I might go on if I knew 

there was a place to go to.” 

I say, goon. Get ready. Life has always been 

uncertain; there have always been periods of dis- 

tress. Security and peace have been rare. It is 

only because the wires and the planes and speed- 

ing machines have brought the world to the vil- 

lage that we, like Henny Penny, believe the sky 

is falling. 

The sky is secure. Fashions change; customs 

wane; but humanity’s needs are fundamental. Life 

will go on as usual, in fits and starts, in prosper- 

ity and poverty, in peace and war. Life means 

change and growth. There is nothing to fear. 

You need faith: faith in yourself, faith in your 

work, faith in life, which is always good to those 

who are in harmony with what is good. I know 

it is difficult to hold on to your faith in the future, 

when the cry is raised against women engaged in 

work outside the home. Unemployed men think 

that taking work from women will give that work 

to them. 

This is a mistake. It is with men as with 

women. One’s work is one’s own because it is 

the expression of the individual. You who are 

in training must first find the work that is pe- 

culiarly your own, the one activity that best ex- 

presses what you are. Find that, and no power 

on earth can take it from you. The failures are 

those who select the wrong field, who are super- 

ficial in their preparation. It is easy to displace 

them. They are not doing real work. A false 

utterance cannot stand, but an honest expression 

of mind and spirit is unshakable. 

Go on. Get ready. The girl of today can have 

any place she can ably fill tomorrow. Select your 

work. Prepare for it thoroughly. Master a sub- 

ject, make yourself proficient in any department 

of knowledge or skill, and your place waits for you. 

The world needs young women who are 

equipped for work. There is always a need for 

those who understand the growth and develop- 

ment of children. Nurses and doctors and teach- 

ers are needed, and will be needed always. Those 

who can create beauty in any form are essential to 

society and will always have a place. It remains 

only for you to prepare thoroughly for the work 

you would undertake, and in which you have an 

abiding belief. 

My word to the girls in college is: Go ahead. 

Make yourself fit and able, and have no fear about 

finding your place. The world does need you. It 

is waiting for you. Who else is to carry on, if you 

fail? With you lies the duty of maintaining the 

ideals of the race, of holding up the faltering faith 

of others, of establishing homes and rearing fam- 

ilies that will challenge life and push for progress. 

The American college girl is the finest product 

of civilization. Well prepared, she will find work 

waiting for her, or she will create it for herself. 

The world cannot get along without you. Hold 

on. Go ahead. 
» 
on ae | 

eee. 
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dames E. Ament, A. M., veratics buildings. Catalog 

SCHOOL FOR SMALL CHILDREN 

Thorough Preparation 
What of those impressionable years before 

college? The foundation of a girl’s education! 
Some of the finest boarding schools specializ- 

ing in successful paration for college entrance 
examinations are listed in this section. We know 
them through years of systematic school visiting. 
They will gladly answer letters of inquiry and 
we urge you to get in touch with them at an 
early date if you are to secure the benefits of 
such schooling this year, 

Many of these schools offer a year’s intensive 
peepertion for the examinations, especially de- 

ed for the girl or boy who may have finished 
igh school course but who is still deficient in 

some required subject, or need a year’s general 
review before attempting to enter a college which 
admits only by examination. 

We shall be oy to help you if you wish as- 
sistance in quickly finding the best school in any 
locality to meet your needs. Use the informa- 
tion blank on page 117, 

MARY BALDWIN COLLEGE 
For women. The college with a background of culture 
and scholarship. Accredited; endowed. A.B. degree. 
Music, Art, Dramatics rial. Educationally effi- 
cient, ‘socially selective. spiri spiritually sincere. Riding, sports, 
Catalog. L. Wilson man, Pres., Box R, Staunton, Va. 

COLLEGE Base: Cetneeriie, 
eet Bive Mts. near Standard A. 

cnet ae ee sonia fife an, Alina ed 

WESTERN STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

Monticello College 
For girls. Accredited two-year Junior College. 
courses - —_ arte dramatics, 
ing, 

Tock, Near or 
George Irw 

‘National patronage. Mid-term, Feb. 
Catalog. in Rohrbough, Box 

3. 
R, Godfrey, ti. 

AN ENGLISH SCHOOL IN BERMUDA 
—FOR BOYS 

Accredited 
JuniorCollege Frances Shimer. Junieet 

tory School. Music, Art, Speech. 6 

a oaiaine Graneten rg est I h nt f Catalog. in golt an ennis. nelusive fee. 

Repistrer, Bex 6125 .» Mount Carroll, Hiinois. 

CHEVY CHASE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
A Home School for the Gifted Child. Resident ent 

SALTUS GRAMMAR SCHOOL 
& Inst based English 

Behoot practice. Trenslante edited, Limited’ boarding limited” to small group of children living under ideal con- 
ditions in Washington's finest suburb. Able prog 
teachers. Year round gare, Summer camp in Maine. 
Mr. and Mrs. Stanwood C: Chevy Chase; Maryland 

R t E. Booker, M, A., Headmaster 
Hamilton Bermuda 

m, B.S., B.M. . he e 

Sapeti acres EL ee 
iL. Rosmer, DB. Ben 1085, Bt Chasis, Mee ‘ 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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CO-EDUCATIONAL SCHOOLS NEW ENGLAND STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

BRYANT COLLEGE 
BEAUTIFULLY located on campus in exclusive residential 
district, this outstanding college offers courses in Busi- 
nes ., Accounting, Finance, Secretarial Practice. 
Degree in 2 years. Placement. Gym. Dormitory. 
73rd year. Catalog. Director, Providence, Rhode Island. 

EASTBOURNE “i: 
offers your apa a Grade A Public School education, combined with 
advantages of refined family life with mall group of children. Pleas- 
ant social tite: for those of High § . amp in summer. Fi 
$35.00 per month. References. 

CONSTANCE P. LOVELL Barnstable, Mass. 

WASSOOKEAG SCHOOL 
Accredited preparatory school employing tutorial 
method. One teacher for every three boys. Flexible 
program adjusted to the interests and aims of the 
individual saves time and cost of college preparation. 

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES 
—BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

RIDER COLLEGE administration 
Rider Plan saves time and expense. Bachelor degrees 
in Accounting, Education, Secretarial Science, Business 
Admin., Journalism. Coed. Dormitories. Athletics. Efi 
cient placement. 71st year. Catalog. Director, Trenton, N. J. 

Headmaster Dexter, Maine 

FOR STEARNS coy 
Preparation for Cofteses and Scientific Schools. Rapid 
advancement. In New Hampshire Hills. Year-round 
indoor and outdoor sports. Lower peyeol. Catalo 
A. F. Stearns, Principal, Box 68, Mt. Vernon, N. i. 

. KINGSLEY SCHOOL » 
dited coliege d Junior School with distinctive 

ict to indivi needs. Self-reliance, 
potietien developed. Coun = near lontclair, 20 miles from 
N.Y.C, Athletics for every boy. Catalog. 

Walter D. Gerken, Headmaster, Box R, Essex Fells, N. 5. 

CHERRY LAWN SCHOOL 
Progressive. Primary to college. Flexible groups. Good 
study habits stressed. Music, art, aes and dramatics. 
Thorough college preparation. a New 
York City. 2ist year. Christina Staél von H. Bogoslovsky 
and Boris Bogosiovsky, Directors, Box R, Darien, ‘Conn 

NEW HAMPTON 
A New Hampshire School for Boys. 115th year. Thorough 
College Preparation. New Athletic Building under con- 
struction. Mod tuition. F Sunra, A. M., 
Box 196, New Hampton, N. H. 

The Pennington School 
Prepares select boys effectively for college. Character de- 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipment. Small 
classes. All sports. Separate lower omen. ealthful, his- 
toric location, near Princeton. 97th year. Catalog 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 30, Pennington, N. J. 

Out-of- Door School 
In Sarasota, ip. Preqvens® ve resident and day 
school for ay — ris 3-18. Special attention to 
health. Fail term in North Carolina mountains; rid- 
ing. Ley yo in L-+4 of Mexico. Fanneal R. Harrison, 
Director. © W. 58th St., Wickersham 2-0288 

Modern Dormitories. 

Only college of its 
kind. Outstanding 
courses in Bus, Adm. 

Campus Life. Unex- (oLirce 
— location 

ddress James L. Conrad, Box R, Dudley, Mass. 

Admiral ven ore eee Academy 

SOUTHERN STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

SPECIAL SCHOOLS 

STEWART HOME SCHOOL 
For Retarded Children. 43rd year. 

Private home and school on beautiful 500 acre estate in 
Blue Grass section. Cottage plan. Individual mental and 
manual training. i illustrated catalog address 
Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box P, Frankfort, Ky. 

1333 SCRELELD 10» 
College Preparatory Division, Business Administration 
Division, Junior School for younger boys. 

Rev. Brownell Gage, Ph. D., Headmaster, 212 High St., Suffield, Conn. 

A t a MILITARY 
uZzus ACADEMY 

COLLEGE preparatory. Modern gym and pool. All sports, 
including riding. 400 acres. Graduates in 42 colleges. 
69th year. Reasonable rates. For catalog, address Box 18, 
Col. T. J. Roller or Maj. C. S. Roller, Jr., Ft. Defiance, Va. 

BANCROFT SCHOOL 
Year-round home life for retarded or maladjusted children. 
Cultural and practical education by scientific methods. 
(52nd Year). Resident medical supervision. Tuition fees 
include summer course and camp on Maine Coast. Catalog. 
E. A. FARRINGTON, M. B., J. C. COOLEY, Bex 395, HADDONFIELD, H. J. 

FISHBURNE « 
Miuitary ScHooL. Prepares for leading colleges. 
credited. Individual attention by able instructors. 
tary training for poise and success- -wineing qualities. 
matics. Tregeust social events. RW 55th year. 
Catalog. Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box Waynesboro, Va. 

PERKINS SCHOOL 
A special school for the Scientific Study and Education of 
pw of retarded development. Constant, sympathetic 

pervision. Individual training. Five homelike, attractive 
buildings. 80-acres of campus and gardens. 
Franklin H. Perkins, M.D., Director, Lancaster, Mass. 

NEW YORK 

MILITARY * ACADEMY 

Honor school. Small classes. Accred- 
ited. ROTC. Supervised study. Pre- 
pares for college or business. Highest 
standards. Junior school for small 
=. Housemother. | athletics. 
wimming. Catalog. Dr. J. J. Wicker. 

of “a Box 2, Fork Union, Va. 

e WOODS schoot 
For bl Children Three Separate Schools 
GIRLS BOYS LITTLE FOLKS 

Box 166, Lan —_ Pa. 
Mollie Woods . Principal 

DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 
SEPARATE TUTORING SCHOOLS for Boys and Girls. 
VOCATIONAL AND FARM SCHOOL for Boys over 16. 
CAMPS ON LAKE EMBDEN, MAINE. Address 
Hevena Deverevx Fentress, Director, Box 10,Berwyn, Pa. 

IRVING SCHOOL 33/s 
25 miles from New York. Thorough preparation for College 
Board Examinations. Certificate privilege. Accredited N. 
State Regents. Experienced faculty. Athletics. Junior school. 
99th year. Limited to 125. Catalog, C. Walter Olson, 
Headmaster, Box 932, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY 
Virginia's distinguished military academy for more than 
75 years has prepared youths (10-20) for all colleges, uni- 
versities, Annapolis, West Point. Special Vocational 
Courses for non-collegiate students. Catalog. Address 

Registrar, Box RB, Kables Station, Staunton, Va. 

ROSEHILL fur ¢ ehlidren 
Individual | teosbins and training under child specialist 
(M.D.). rienced staff. Beautiful, secluded country 
estate aay ‘iladelphia ; academic, arts and crafts. Ex- 
cellent food. Moderate rates. ik let. 

Mrs. Anne M. Pope, Box R, Chester Heights, Pa. 

LA SALLE (toicrny 
Effective ontinge preparation under Brothers of the Christian 
School. Small classes. Well-equipped buildings on 167-acre 
Island estate. Pool and gous swimming. 9-hole golf course. 

-T.C. Junior Dept. d year. Moderate rates. Catalogue. 
Registrar, Box R, Onda L. L., N. Y¥. 

HARGRAVE %exorny ACADEMY 
“MAKING MEN — NOT MONEY” 

ACCREDITED college preparatory and junior school in 
healthful Piedmont. Character-building stressed by 
Christian faculty. All sports. Moderate rate. Catalog. 
Col. A. H. Camden, Pres., Box R, Chatham, Va. 

Marydell School 
for physically and mentally retarded children. Medical treat- 
ment, training, teaching. Summer tutoring. Stone build- 
ings—30 acre estate. Investigate our methods and results. 

T. Frank Deviin, M. D., Langhorne, Pa. 

FRAN RSHALL 
Excellent records inmany — —T, —- Personal aoe Be eee toeach 
boy’s needs. Varied athletic program. Modern equipment. 

it. 
M. Hartman, Pd. D., Box R, Lancaster, Pa. 

REENBRIE: 
MILITARY sonees. Near bh re ay} 
Senet. Alt. ft. Accredit Boys 8 
to 21. ™ dear ot sports. aoe cone. 

atalog. Box R, to: MOORE, Lewisburg, W. Vi 

SPEECH CORRECTION 

You Can Regain Perfect Speech, if you 

ST. 
Send tote Ve ge fBoneates book entitled 
“DON’T ST. which describes the Bogue 
Unit Method fo for the’ scientific correction of stam- 
mering and stuttering. Method success ae used at 
Bogue Institute for 34 years—since = dorsed 
by sapeeiane. Full information conce' "Lia 
tion of stammering sent free. Noobligati ation. jam 
N. Bogue, Dept. 6!, Circle Tower, Indianapolis, ind. 

Boys’ Military School. Educates the whole boy—physical 
mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, Fay 4 
Prepares for or cglloge or ; Character ‘building su- 
preme. Rates 

Box 18. 

7 

e@enmnme q@ MILITARY 
Ti ss INSTITUTE 
Trains leaders; prepares for college or for business. Ac- 
credited. Superior faculty inspires boys to best effort. 
100 acres, golf course, pool. Moderate rates. Est. 1874. 
Catalog. Col. C. R. Endsley, Box 182, Sweetwater, Tenn. 

ALLEY FORGE... 

JUNIOR xciom 
Boys 5-14. Rindsspertee * through 8th grade. Happy, home- 
like atmosphere. Modified military system. Camp makes 

sible 12 months enrollment. Moderate rates. oy 
H Bh Springs, T 

Write for our Free List of ethi- 
that correct stamnrering. 

4@ Centra! Si., Suite 514-8, Basten, Mass. 

PERKIOMEN =.= 
face i dees rar 
Seen fetieeee be evens Ln ey 

Distinguished military school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter ses- 

sion Hollywood, Fia. Golf course, swimming, tennis, * 

ocean sports, aviation. Catalog. * 

RSIDE cere. Box R, Gainesville, Ga. 

Georgia Military Academy 
Splendidly equi college lege prep school. Highest military 
and academic rat —. | dual house plan whereby 
live with teachers under i toe system. Junior school, 
boys 8 to 13. For catalog, address 

President, G. M. A., College Park, Georgia 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 

ee end ee ee oo ee ee eee 
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SOUTHERN STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS WESTERN STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 

Miami Military Academy 
Accredited. Capable Staff. h School, Junior College, 
Lower School. MIAMI CL inate, _ Record Health. Out- 
door Life. Aveta —— 88. om . Athletics. 
Large Cai Biscayne Bay, E time. 

WENTWORTH 
aa of hon dart Junior College 

41 miles from Kansas City. 

gent Site e- ne qeSGAneS Pece, toxineton, me. 

ATIONAL COLLEGE of 
49th year EDUCATION 

ty tenqher tn Hursesy Schoct. mond 

epee fre Bee mpu 
Keo $500. Write Gol. J. R. Williams, MIAMI, FLORIDA. 

migeraRy FLORIDA Xcive 
sere apres Te 

ST. PETERSBURG, Florida 

ENTUCKY MustAnt INSTITUTE 
A school with a winter home in Florida 

Preparation for college under ideal climatic con- 
ditions all year. Oldest private military school 
in America, For booklet, address 
Col. C. B. Richmond, Pres., Box R, Lyndon, Ky. 

WESTERN STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

MILITARY KEMPER ‘scoot 
Junior College and High School, Small classes. Individual 
aa a buildings. $200,000 gymnasium. 

eres. 92nd year. Catalog and v 

ISSOURI : Keabemy 
47 years. best efforts by to 

to Study. Polly a P accredited Re 0. T. C. Small e! 
Prepares for te 2) - es 

FLATBUSH TEACHER TRAINING SCHOOL 
Kindergarten and Primary Teacher- Ray = pe 
Graduates. Course credited for degree. Recreational oppor- 

pm he pay ye for paten Sune sertenins 

Dwight R. Little, 1615 Newkirk Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. Rec caisse' yeeros. M.M.A.312ASt., Mexico, Mo. 

Ina oe 

a Sound —_——— 
ENDOWED Episcopal school p ors A eatiepe. Business 
courses. Sympathetic faculty. Sports. a Juni ~?——" 
53rd year. Moderate rates. Burret 
Mid-term Feb. 3. Catalog. 5125 LA sk, Howe. ind. 

Gort FEVER 
Prepares boys for college and fi ful living. 
Catalog. "38 . Ra. , ~ hy 9 4 

FAR WESTERN—BOYS’ SCHOOLS a. ™. “Hiteh, Superintendent, 605 Third St., "Boonville, Mo. 

MILITARY OHIO ixstircre 
103rd year. Contitentes admit to College. loon School for 
qounger a beautiful location. pos. 
Col. y Box R, College Hin, Cine nnati, 0. 

Box R, ALTON, ILL. 
Personal guidanceand indi- 
vidual instruction empha- 
sized. College Prepergiery 
and one year beyond. Fully 
Accredited. Business train- 
ing. Sports. Catalog. 

Vee y Military 
ACADEMY 

OR JUNIOR BOYS. Noted for sportsmanship, 
ners, discipline. Year ‘round outdoor sports. 
bicycling. term. M in Camp. Grades a 
Coleone! &. P. Kelly, Superintendent, Sex O05-R, Pale Alte, Californie 

ST, JORN's 
Y ACADEMY 

ge hy cottage poupeeution, Ry! 10 buildings 
ing, 

Sist year. pCatalog. fos ‘eclnes Hal Delateld, 

MILITARY 
acacemy RIZON 

Sound training—stalwart manhood 
. Outdoor tq a 

— “for every bev. Separate 

mhibuhe tenetaunde 

| 

This is a 

Message to 

Redbook Readers 
who live in foreign countries or far from centers 
of education. We are always glad to assist you 
in selecting a school in the United States for 
your sons and daughters. 

Many letters come to us each year from foreign 
ports—from parents seeking advice about 
schools, colleges and summer camps for chil- 
dren. This year we have assisted parents in 
China, The Virgin Islands, Russia, Switzerland 
and other foreign countries in finding just the 
right school. These parents have confidence in 
our recommendations and advice because they 
knew that each year we visit and investigate 
schools for this very purpose—i.e., to be able to 
give reliable advice. 

If you face the problem of selecting a school for 
a child and can not visit and investigate schools 
let us help you and give you the benefit of 
years of experience in this field. Naturally, 
there is no charge for this service, to you or 
your friends. A letter giving us full details 
about your requirements or the attached blank 
filled out will receive the personal attention of 
a member of the Staff. 

@ I am interested in receiving information 
and catalogues about schools 

For a Boy, aged 

For a Girl, aged 

(GIVE NAME OF SCHOOL) 

Your religious affiliations 

Location of school desired (name states) 

(Approximate fee for board and tuition for 

school year) $ 
(School fees range from $500 to $2,500 per 
year according to location and advantages.) 

Remarks (Type of school and special features) 

Please send catalogues and information to: 

(PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY) 

ETHEL F. BEBB, Director 

Dept. of Education 

REDBOOK MAGAZINE 
230 Park Ave., N.Y.C. Tel. Van. 3-4600 

SECRETARIAL SCHOOL 

e KATHARINE GIBBS SCHOOL ® 
SECRETARIAL, Executive, Academic. One and two year 
courses. Special course for college women. co  3 on 
request. President's Secretary. .» 90 M treet. 
New York, 230 Park Avenue. (55 Angell Street. 

COMMERCE AND BUSINESS 

Pace Institute 
Des and ad Brening Professional pourgse in Ace ae ap ch Business Ad- 

whee Advertising. aod felling. “Field ot eer 1 

For Bulletin S, apply to Registrar, 228 Br eee cy. Broadway, N. Y. 

AVIATION SCHOOLS 

CASEY JONES SCHOOL 
OF AERONAUTICS 

Two course in A ing. Graduates 

x ecm 

[DALLAS re 
Love Field © Dallas *® Texas 
100% Government pogrom’ Aviation School; na- 
ay! Npstetien. Over 1,000 graduates. 12 ships 
2 to 14 place. Motors 100 to 550 h. p._ Center of 
things active in commercial aviation. Low prices 
for training; many advantages. Write for catalog. 

. 
- 

PARKS AIR COLLEGE 
PARKS PC 

Otters you caliage eduentine cnsfertag fo evietien 
Three 2-year courses leading to B.S. Degrees in Aeronautical 
tel eae eiitest a ‘Adesintstration. Aviation Mechanics. 
100 acre —— i. in faculty. 5,000,000 miles 
fight training id Ear 8 motors repaired and rebuilt in 
shops. G yh, | sivleadine ertation o companies. Dormi- 
tories, ; cafeteria on oy ab wt * om 

Gth YEAR p.2sziser" Sept east st. Lovie, WA. 

Cee aoe A 
Located st Fameus Reesevelt fietd 
bveteon Trameng Write tag ny i nae 

New Mexico School Of Mines 
Practical instruction in Mining =4 Mining Geology. Also 
Metal , Petroleum Geology and Genera! courses offered 
by this ty state-owned college. Strong faculty; fine 
a it; small classes. All « low. Healthful 
climate. Ask for catalog 21. E. R. Watson, Socorro, N. M. 

CHIROPRACTIC COLLEGES 

Success in Chiropractic 
follows only a thorough education in this science. 
The excellent faculty, superior standards, modern 
equi t and intelligent methods make this resi- 
den school nationally known. Write to . . 

TEXAS CHIROPRACTIC COLLEGE 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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PROFESSIONAL SCHOOLS 

Become a Radio Expert mmm £, ¢’ 

COOD JOBS ia F- 
Electricity—Talking Pictures—in Los Angeles 

Learn table trades by practical nee, "ey thods. Enroll with Na- 
dest, largest trade school in the West. 30,000 graduates. 

as aradio repair man; tele sound expert: broad- 
caster; apption, terunician; glectgician and or many 0! te ime 

w earnin: gees or limi 
ote > Loa A A for you. Send foi 

room 
ed time we will allow coach railroad fare r 

book which gives ful! details about ‘Sifferent poten can —_= 
qperen oct of instruction and photographs o: 

' an mi ipon 

ee, 
school 

sy Fnpece on Anat, | 
tricity. Also details of R. R. fare o! 

Architecture“ Electrietty 
4 patted. Sopa yr. {2 1, 2 and 3 yr. courses. 
B aerene Se 
barn whi aperee, “Graduates every 

College >; pee ig tt a 2 he 
East 26th 

LECTRICAL ENGINEERING 
One-year basic, intensive course for men of limited 
time. Fundamentals of refrigeration, air-conditioning. 

electronics. heory and practice combin Approved by 
educators, endorsed by industry. 43rd year. Catalog. 
Bliss Electrical School, 232 Takoma Ave., Washington, D.C. 

Page aed aa Pad TION 
ty ay ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

Dept. 95-6H. CHICAGO, ILL. 

ae 

How I Became 
a Hotel Hostess” 

» Vest. U Barter 
Seamstress, Inexperienced in Hotel Work,Wins 

Position as Hostess of Beautiful Hotel 

“Si—and still a seamstress! I was discouraged 
and dissatisfied with my position and earnings. Worst 
of all—there was always the fear of losing my job, of 
having to give way to a younger girl. All around me 
I saw it happening and I stayed awake nights wonder- 
ing ‘when will my turn come?’ 

“Then one day I saw an advertisement. ‘Be a Hotel 
Hostess,’ it said, and because I was ready to grasp at 
any straw, I mailed the coupon that very evening. 
When the Lewis Schools’ booklet, ‘Your Big Oppor- 
tunity,’ arrived, I knew my problem was solved. Here 
was a field that not only offered me everything I want- 
ed—good pay, fascinating work and fine opportunities, 
but—most important—there were equal opportunities 
for those both young and mature. I enrolled at once. 

“Soon I was appointed _Housekeeper-Hostess of a 
beautiful hotel where my ‘gray hairs’ were actually a 
help, instead ofa handicap. I am happier than I have 
been in my life—I owe it all to the Lewis Hotel Train- 
ing Course. I have but one regret—that I did not see 
the Lewis advertisement twenty years earlier.” 

Vesta N. Harter is AY ical of the many Lewis-Trained 
men and women who ha ave won success in the fascinat- 
ing hotel, club, steamship, restaurant and institutional 
field—one of America’s greatest industries. Our FREE 
Book, “YOUR BIG OPPORTUNITY,” tells how to 
train for a well-paid position, Registration FREE of 
extra cost in the Lewis National Placement Service, 
which covers the country through special arrangement 
with the more than 23,000 Western Union offices. You 
have the opportunity to make Vesta Harter’s story 
YOUR story—by deciding to do TODAY what she 
did a few months ago. Fill in the coupon and MAIL 
IT IMMEDIATELY! 

WELI 

C Apt. Hotel Manager 
Asst. _ 0 Banquet Manager 
Hostess 
Steward fay Sateen C) Maitre d’Hotel 
per O Dietitian 
Purchasing [] Supt. of Service 
ChicforFlaorélerk (Publicity Director 
Social Director C] Club Manager 
Auditor C) Restaurant or Cof- 
Sports Director fee Shop Manager 

Some of the 

prt testes nee--- 

Howl! Siepped 
infoa 

Big-Pay Hotel Job 
By WV lta 

Former Finisher in Electric Company Tells How 
He Became Manager of a Nova Scotia Hotel, 

Though Without Previous Experience 

“Tt all started with a magazine advertisement I saw. 
‘Hotels Call for Trained Men and Women,’ it said. 
And, because I was dissatisfied with my job, I decided 
to write for a copy of the FREE book offered. 

“When the book arrived I knew the Lewis Schools 
were right when they had called it ‘Your Big Oppor- 
tunity.’ What a contrast the fascinating hotel and 
a field, with its luxurious surroundings, 
pod pay and fine opportunities, offered to my work in 
the electric company! There was no =. in my 
mind—I enrolled for the Lewis Course 

“That advertisement marked a turning point in my 
career. Soon I was the happiest man this side of the 
border for, shortly after graduating from the Lewis 
Schools, the Lewis National Placement Service put 
me in touch with a position as Manager of a hotel. Is 
it any wonder I am so thankful to the Lewis Schools, 
or that I say, without hesitation, that my success is 
due to their training and the assistance they have 
given me?” 

Nelson Allatt is but one of the many men and women 
whom Lewis Training has qualified for well-paid posi- 
tions from coast to coast in the —— ollar hotel 
club, restaurant and institutional field. FREE 
Book, “YOUR BIG OPPORTUNITY,” ion, full de- 
tails as to how to qualify Lt well-paid position and 
explains how you are r FREE of of extra cost 
in the Lewis National f aentently Service. You have 
equal opportunities to those of Nelson Allatt. Make 
the same decision TODAY that he made not so long 
ago. Sign the coupon and MAIL IT NOW! 

PAID Positions ees to Both MEN and WOMEN 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING 7 ed 
Hall Ewe Woeeve, D . 
Please send me FREE of arge and without 
the fe ation, details as to how to qualify for 

otel, club, restaurant and institutional 
I am particularly interested in the 

on EE I have checked. 

City State. .ccces 

4 in 12 Weeks jn Shops of Coyne 

TRI-STAT E COLLEGE 
. S. Degree in 2 years in Civil, Electrical, Mechanical, 

Chemical, Radio, Aeronautical Engineering; Business Ad- 
ministration and Accounting. Those who lack high schocl 
may make up work. Living costs, tuition low. ~~ & — 
Mar., June, Sept. Catalog,3125 College Ave., Angola, 

ew Ta _fzalning Coach shes mon 
Learn how to 

ea 
Wcchbegye” Sedo OF PEE aie go 

Learn to Make Cosmetics 

No. expetionce or 

Ine Del Marvin, 
(Achtgum's La eat hoot o/ Becaty 

7302 Weetwerd ive. Detroit, Mich, 

BEAUTY CULTURE 

Slaw So berms 0 wel-oas Beauty 
Or women 

Soar Wilfred 
y, big paying posi- 

~NEW YORK, Y 

Po a 
NEWARK, N 

WILF RED 
ACADEMY 

ben 
BanrorD—Grand Prize Winners, 1982-3-4 
—has trained thousands of best paid Oper- 

* oe. at: rs and Shoppe-Owners. Learn-b 
waits J Endorse oe nationally famous oy 

HANFO ACA Biklyn.—427 Flatbush Ave. Extension 
Newark, N. J.—Broad & Market Sts. 

New England’s any time. Inexpensive accom- 
LEADING modations for out-of-town stu- 

dents. Write for free gatelog, 
Hairdressing if you are over 17. ig 

School arqreqeing. A y of Ha 
Main St., Hartford, Conn. 

NURSING SCHOOLS 

CHOOL of NURSING" 
MT. SINAI HOSPITAL, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Accredited State Board. Non-sectarian school offers 
3-year course in nursing for young women having com- 
pleted high school. Monthly allowance. New Nurses’ 
Home with individual bedrooms, large living rooms, 
laboratories and recreation rooms. An active hospital 
in center of city. New _—y forming now. Information 

t. Address Box A, 
Director, Schoo! of Nursing Mt. Sinai Hospital, 5th 
& Reed Streets, Philadelphia, Penna. quam 

1 year course of study. Start 

Washington Boulevard Hospital 
An windy, ign boo duty, detent OF NURSING. Three — 

ee . maintenance. Write for Bulletin, to 
+ or Nonses, “Dept. R. B., 2449 Washington Bivd., 

Seecial Schools 
for 

Problem Children 
Consult the announcements of Special Schools 
listed on page 116. They provide for the child 
who has been handicapped by illness, or the one 
for whom the selection of a Special School is 
necessary because of birth injury or lack of abil- 
ity to adjust to the normal school group. 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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(Continued from page 113) 
bed; but she sent Granard in to see 
the girl. 

“She hardly slept at all. She couldn’t 
sleep on the plane; and she’s been almost 
in collapse since she got here. It’s what’s 
on her soul, as she puts it,” Esther said. 
“But she won’t talk to me. She will to 
you. She’s been waiting for you.” 

Esther took him into Milly’s room and 
left him alone with her. 

“Bill, sit down, please; but don’t ask 
me anything. They've asked me so 
much. . . . What could I tell them? 

“I know now why Jimmy Trimp 
thought I was a ‘good girl;’ I know now 
why the Voice threatened to kill me... . 
Sit down near me, Bill; and don’t—don’t 
ask me anything.” 

She sat up in bed, her hands at first 
supporting her, then she ceased to need 
the prop. Granard drew his chair closer 
to her. Her breakfast, untasted, was on 
a tray at the foot of her bed. 

“T know who ‘killed Sally Doane. It 
must be strange to Jimmy Trimp that I 
didn’t know it before; but you'll believe 
it, Bill. Whether you do or not, I didn’t 
know then; and I do know now.... And 
he killed Ralph, too. He rode with 

And I 
know who he must be; but I haven’t told 
them. ... You see, Bill, if I speak now, 
I will have to go in court later and help 
swear his life away. ... How can a girl 
send to death a man who has loved her?” 

This fine novel was left unfinished 
at the time of Mr. Roche’s death; it 
has, however, been concluded from 
his notes, by another able writer. 
Be sure to read his great climax in 

our next issue. 

THE TICKET 

(Continued from page 55) 

dinner. She could slip through to her 
bedroom and wash off her make-up. 

But just inside the threshold she 
paused. There was a bouquet of white 
roses on the hall table. Through the arch 
she could see more white roses on the 
mantelpiece, and garlands of smilax 
looped to the chandelier. Something on 
the floor crunched under her slippers as 
she took a step back. 

Hattie, with her hair frizzed and with 
an apron tied over her best brown silk, 

rug. She glanced 
‘around. Her eyes were sharp and bright 
‘as a bird’s. “Well, did you enjoy your 
Matinée?” she asked. “I haven’t had time 
‘to sweep up the rice yet, but I guess you 
‘fan see we've been having a wedding. 
Mildred was married this afternoon in her 
‘Own home—as every girl has a right to 
be. She and Fred have gone off on their 
honeymoon. So it’s all over now, but 
your hysterics.” 

Effie Mardles, swaying there on her 
high heels, clutched the portiére with one 
loved hand. The other hand she pressed 

Fagainst her heart. She knew at last who 
d sent her the ticket. Hattie was the 

truelest woman God ever created! 
f “Mildred?” she gasped. “My little 
Mildred?” 

SCHOOLS OF MUSIC—ART—EXPRESSION—DRAMATIC ART—DANCING—PHOTOGRAPHY 

AMERICAN ACADEMY OF DRAMATIC ARTS 
FOUNDED IN 1884 BY FRANKLIN H. SARGENT 

T= foremost institution for Dramatic and Expressional Training in Amer- 
ica. The courses of the Academy furnish the essential preparation for 

Teaching and Directing as well as for Acting. 

Winter Term begins Jan. 1 5th 

For Catalog address the Secretary, Room 177-L, Carnegie Hall, New York 

N.Y. SCHOOL of FINE & APPLIED ART 
Wiliam (Parsons) 

PROFESSIONAL TRAINING i in Intertor Architec 

Design & - Mhustration; — Advertis- 
Training. Send f ge BG a ee cj Aapenrance - 

Design Instructor and Fashion Consultont. 
30 Rockefelier Plaza, Sth Ave., New York - Booklet 2 

= | Fong Scher oiptomencer 
srongh preparation for Directing and Teaching as 

well peo as for ane and all forms of Dramatic Expression. 
316 West S7th Street, New York City. 

scnoo. or INTERIOR DECORATION 
se ae. Practical Training Course. Also a 
Design and College Courses. Faculty of leading N. Y. 
rators. Spring Term commences Feb. 3rd. Send Von Catalog oR. 
s7s Avenue New York City 

Art Institute of Pittsburgh 
CIAL ART : Illustration : Fash- 

: Interior Decoration : xa. 
; One, 

La, ring re, indtldual truco 
St. Pittsburgh: Pa Wittle Shook Diente. 

A modern school of fine and 
FLORENCE CANE commercial arts. Excellent- 

ceuipoed studios and workshops for complete 
AR = onal training. Stage Design. Faculty 

a distinguished artists. Teachers training 
pecial classes for children and beginners. 

Suite 3 Saute z. R.K.0. Bidg., Rockefeller Center, N.Y.C. 

h School 
Commercial Art. Unique personal instruction under success- 
ful practical artists. Commercial Art, IMustrating, Lettering. 
Pencil Rendering, Still Life, Fashions, Genera! Agoortiotes 
Art, Teacher Training. Dy and evening classes. Booklet R. 
Cavanagh Studies, 58 . 40th St, New York City. 
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SCHOOLS OF PHOTOGRAPHY 

RABINOVITCH School Workshop 
of Art drt men 2 

Specialized personal training in the art and science of oho- 
tography for those who see differently and wish to make 
individual pictures. 15th year. Small ciasses and private. Write 
for booklet R. 40 West 56th Street, New York. 

of ART 
INDIVIDUAL talent d 1 modern artists. 
Drawing, bale oe Seu pure f.-— 4 Advertising. 
Genera] Des: Costume - and Interior Decoration. 
Day and aT classes. alogue on Request. 

7012 Grand Conevel t Gorulioch, New York City 

PHOTOGRAPHY fissie2 Tens 
= mocha, senegeere end pofeattenai, Stresses art in por- 

The Pheenix Art Institute 
Arts, Commercial Art, Illustration. Study with out- 

ae artists—Thomas Franklin Booth, Ww alter 
Beach phrey, Mead Schaeffer. others. : atten- 

Day & evening classes for beginners and advanced stu- 
> —9, Winter * Term. Bulletin R. 350 Madison Ave., N.Y. C. 

illustrations ndividual guid: 
sien. Catalog. 440 W leith &., B New York. od 

CLARENCE H. WHITE =~ ees ees AsafekeD OF ART 

NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY Instruction by world famous 
experts. Commercial, News, Portrait, Motion Picture Pho- 
tography. ee money-making opportunities. 25th 
year. Free 

10 WEST 33 ‘st. (DEPT. 32) NEW YORK CITY 

Credit. Schoo! noted ~ = gh its “-" 
aiaing students. Fifty-third year—1935. cass. 
CLEVELAND SCHOOL OF ART, CLEVELAND, OHIO. 

WINDOW DISPLAY 

SCHOOL” DI SCHOOL ISPLAY 
Professional training courses Store Display 
for men and women with ‘Geative vabiliy. yh, b: 
N. Y. Display experts. 
Polly Pettit, Dir., R.C.A. Bidg., 1250 6th Ave., N. Y. C. 

Dept. R, 116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO 

LABORATORY SCHOOLS 

A Ay ‘ere | Low tuition. Winter term 
opens January 6. Illus- 

trated bulletins on 
request. Dept. R.A. 
The Art Institute, 
USTRIAL Til. 

BECOME A 

MEN, WoMEN. Seven months’ intensive 
tion plus three months’ internship in boepital 

istry, X-ray. Free placement service. Enter any 
School of Labora- month. Catalog. radwohl 

tory Technique, 3512 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

American Academy of Art 
Practical instruction in Commercial and Fine Art. Dress 
tional Interior Decoration, Fashion. pasate of interna- 
tion. yonteeien, Individual instruction Winter term* 
begins Jan. 6. Catalog. H. Vouns. Direct 
Dept. 2125, 25 E. Jackson Bivd., Chicago, 

LAYTON SCHOOL of ART 
Shoes, we pote US. 3. Painting. Sculpture, 

FRANKLIN SCHOOL 
OF MEDICAL TECHNOLOGY 

 Deo't. of offers 

Write for Catalog R. 

nterior Decoration. Stage Cate 
etc. Rinehart of gear De Catalogue on request. 

, NORTHWEST INSTITUTE 

for 

RINELING Sx: « 
See Ses 
Sarasota, 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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Time for Bed 

(Crtrbeen must have the proper amount SLEEP REQUIRED BY THE AVERAGE CHILD 
of sleep in order to grow, to fight off One of the most wieite things you a do for your 

' child is to insist that he gets enough sleep. Make sure 
disease, to become alert mentally and strong that he receives his full amount of Nature’s great builder 
physically. Foremost child experts prescribe and restorer—sleep. 
the definite amounts of sleep which children Age Hours of sleep needed 

i a ee a ae . 20 to 22 hours* should have at various ages (shown in the pot lA 16 to 18 houre® 
chart). A child should be in the right frame Atlyear. . . « + + + «+ +14to16 hours* 
of mind when he goes to bed. If he has been . - 09 os 5 ee 
unduly excited, it is difficult for him torelax. SS 8 to 10 a CIE Se 

ARSE 11 to 12 eae 
Adults, too, should have the proper amount a 130 15 ee ee I 
of sleep. Each day they burn up tissue which ’ (Compiled from U.S. Children’s Bureau Folder 11,“Why Sleep?”) 
rest helps to restore at night. During hours , ° 
of physical and mental activity the body ac- 
cumulates fatigue poisons which are thrown your self sink into the bed instead of holding 

off in sleep. ea rigidly = top of - — though 
: — _ you do not actually go to sleep, such re 

Pain, worry, bad psp are sleep-thieves. rms AN vill bring a good vie eis of Lealth ns arg 

Prolonged loss of s th makes one irritable : But when loss of sleep is persistent, a physi- 
and below par, mentally and physically. The cin should he consmeed. 
tendency to insomnia may often be success- 
fully combated in various ways—sometimes 
by taking a walk before going to bed—read- 

~ - 

iS a 

4 i: 

838 98 483 

ECPTELELEDELEL 

11820 

Sleep sweeps away the mental cobwebs from 
tired brains, recharges wearied muscles, re- 

ing a non-exciting book—drinking a cup of builds worn tissue and gives the heart its 
hot milk, but above all, by learning to relax. nearest approach to rest. Send for a copy of 
Let go of every muscle, ease every tension, jjemasp our free booklet entitled “Sleep.” Address 
drop your problems until tomorrow and let «3F *eeiee Booklet Department 1235-R. 

METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT . ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 

Or025u.2.1.co. 

913938 438363 



One Love 
At a Time 
by Philip Wylie 

T DYNAMITE, AND 

LOTS OF IT, IN THIS OUT- 

SPOKEN STORY OF FOUR MEN 

AND FIVE WOMEN SMOTHERED 

BY THE QUICKSANDS OF THEIR 

OVERPOWERING IMPULSES. 

REDBOOK'S NOVEL of the MONTH 
Complete Book-Length—50,000 Words 



against such invasion. A man-made cliff protects the in- 
land side; a man-made wall, the other. It is a high wall 
—thick, mossy, and shaded by hardwood trees which stir 
on the calmest summer day in the restless currents set 
up by traffic. Those trees project their shadows from the 
wall to the distant waters of Long Island Sound, opening 
only for dells, deer-fallows, half a dozen formal gardens, 
a tennis-court, a swimming-pool, and four lawns upon 
which stand four new and charming houses. 

Deserted houses. 
A large, square sign confronting the Post Road from 

the top of the wall says: 

For SALE 

FoR RENT 
Miniature Estates 

Modern Houses — All Improvements 
Beach and Harbor Facilities 

Tennis Courts — Swimming Pool 
Eighty Minutes from New York 

Inquire .... J. J. Whitley, Wycherley, Conn. 

Periodically Mr. Whitley says to his stove-prodding or 
sock-mending wife; ‘I wonder where all them people are? 

hy they went so quick? They was all there on a 
Friday; and on a Monday, when I'm taking them cucum- 

veses—not hide norhair of em. Not hide 
Gone like the driven snow.” 

“I can tell you,” his wife replies grimly. 
too gay. They wouldn’t follow the ways of God and man, 

scattered to the four winds in punish- 

i ’s orange head was bob- 
dance-floors while her husband wound up 

the Stock Exchange. 
y to the Quai 

potting-house for the 
brought her lover from Paris. 

sat with her dren in Carmel, Cali- 
Everest often wined and sometimes 
actresses in Sioux City and Daven- 

* Claudette traveled. Only Walpole 
were in near-by New York; and only 

alluring, modestly well-to- 
the earth memories of a 

Connecticut, that were like fear. And 
Love whereof even the shadows are rose- 

Modern, civilized, biochemical, 
expert, unemotional, functional, 

enlightened lov 

from the Thirtieth which 
had been their abode for six years, firemen with 
hoses were cooling off hordes of urchins, and molten as- 
phalt took impressions of their gratefully naked feet. As 
they drove their brand-new roadster toward Connecticut, 
the glamorous anticipation of their new residence which 
had kept Alice awake through most of the preceding hot 
night, was tried out in steamy air, sweat and blasts of 
burned apa and there remained only mute and un- 

resolve. 
Wycherley, the stone archway that 

estate, 

“It's lovely,” 
ould be when the agent showed it to us.” 

glittering radiator. 
“Tt’s O.K.” The drive turned, and he pursued it. “Won- 
der what the other people are like?” 

“The agent said they were all about our from 
New York.” Her answer was made in the tone of one 
repeating a well-rehearsed axiom. It was reassuring 
— than enthusiastic. Wally did not like to meet new 
people. 

Wally grunted. “I'll bet,” he said, “that they're terrific, 
I'll bet they ostracize us immediately for not belonging to 
achurch. I'll bet that you start doing social service work 
among the lobstermen on the shore within a week. I tell 
you, it looks like one of those damn’ ‘communities’ to me.” 

In the earlier years of their marriage, so wrathful a 
prelude to an activity of her design would have reduced 
Alice to tears or aroused her to rage. But eight summers 
and eight winters of wedlock are educational. Alice 
averted her face from her husband, and the expression 
upon it was of the sort that accompanies a giggle. How- 
ever, she knew enough not to giggle. “I hope not,” she 
said solemnly. “I hope like the devil you'll like it.” 

The house—their house—was in sight. Wally said. 
“Tll try,” without any grace whatever, and drove under a 
vine-hung porte-cochere. 

An hour later his temper was again harassed. He had 
carried two trunks upstairs. He had laid the broadloom 
carpet on the parquet floor of the living-room. He had 
dropped the bath-scales on his toe. He had found the 
screenless window which was responsible for a school 
of small flies that hung in the kitchen air like minnows. 
He had located the key to the silver-chest after a pro- 

He rushed it and it slid across the room with a stuttered 
scream of tion. 

Downstairs in the dining-room Alice heard the scream, 
and paused with a cake-knife in her hand. Wally was 
getting violent. She hurried to a trunk still reposing in 
the living-room. She flung its lid. She groped and 
etiruel te cautents inte & neliitun of quimeniedl anda 
dresses, old hats, slips, and numerous frayed shirts 
served for that mythical occasion when they be 
required by Wally for the execution of “odd jobs.” Out 
of the mélée of material Alice eventually drew a pair of 
bathing-trunks. 

She carried them to the foot of the stairs. “Hey!” she 
called. “How about a swim?” 

Wally appeared, panting, dirty, a sleeve torn, his blond 
hair tangled on his leaking brow. “You going?” 

“No. I’m going to run over to the station to pick up 
Hypolito and the things. But the moving-men will be 
an the other load, and they can put our furniture 
in er.” 

He glared down at her. “And how about you?” 
| don’t mind the heat. I sort of like it. Honestly.” 

righ 
the recess.” And he batted her with his bathing- 
When Alice drove away to get the servant, the 

and the suitcases, she was suffused with such feelings 
as make a wife content. Her husband loved her. He was 
@ remarka person. And, of all humanity, she alone 
completely understood him. 

Wally, in the meantime, had lost that sense of ben- 
home and well-being which had caused him to refer to 

i put on the trunks, 

by 
the exercise of privileges to 

which his entitled him. Possibly they would 
consider. his beach- too loud. That thought was fol- 
lowed by one far more disturbing: He was wearing 10 

an oe an. 
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= Doubtless there were rules compelling ane to 
undle up every inch of epidermis for swimming. Furs, 

probably. 
Wally sweat anew, threw away the daisy he had picked 

in his back yard with the vague idea of trying to balance 
it on his nose, gritted his teeth, and stepped from the 
path out onto the grass. ... 

There was only one person making use of the pool and 
its facilities. A young woman lay upon the wide marble 
edging on the far side. She wore green shorts and a 
white halter. Her skin was amber. Beside her on the 
grass, was a green bathing-cap. Her averted face rested 
on her arms, so that all Wally could see of her head was 
her hair—red, curly and opulent. He regarded her for 
several seconds, noting the scantiness of her costume, the 
youthfulness of her skin and the evident sophistication 
of the contours beneath it, with a sort of dizzy elation. 

She heard him. She turned. 
She had the precise sculpturing of face that often ac- 

companies red hair, and the gray-brown eyes that look 
green because of red hair. . But she did not have the 
pretty, petty mouth that so frequently makes Titian ladies 
ornaments instead of people. She had a fine and voluptu- 
ous mouth which implied that all other red-heads had been 
created as temptations toward that whereof she was the 
fulfillment. 

She looked at Wally for a moment, and smiled and 
said: “Hello.” 

Wally said, “Good afternoon,” and regretted it. He had 
expected, at best, to encounter a similarly pompous 
“Good afternoon.” Certainly not a friendly, “Hello.” He 
wished he had said: “How do you do?” 

The girl was rising. “You must be smart to unpack 
down to bathing-suits so quickly,” she continued, as he 
walked around the pool toward her. “I saw your van go 
by only a couple of hours ago.” She stepped toward him, 
smiling and holding out her hand. “My name is Sari 
Larch.” 

Wally’s assumed boredom was departing rapidly. He 
clung to shreds of it—he had nothing else to bulwark an 
unusually tenuous poise. “Mine is Traves.” Alarmed at 
himself, he tried to check his feelings, to cast over them 
an automatic protection. “We aren’t skillful unpackers. 
My wife is. With one hand she unpacks; with the other 
she drives to the station for servants and luggage—” It 
sounded silly. 

“Don’t let my husband hear of it,” the girl said. “I’m 
the last word in inefficiency.” She sat down, and he sat 
beside her. She had a pleasant, subdued voice: “Hot, 
isn’t it? I’m not efficient—but I’m not helpless, either. 
I’ve been lying here getting tanned, and drinking Tom 
Collinses. I’ve had two. Our house-boy just brought me 
a fresh one. It’s over there in the shade. Drink it.” 

Generations of frosted forbears and a careful Boston 
upbringing suggested only one reaction to the girl’s 
words—which were a command rather than a request. 
He should say: “That's gracious of —s I 
couldn’t think of taking your drink.” ere was in him, 
however, as Alice had discovered, the stuff of rebellion 
against convention. When he had met his wife, he had 
Pp far in the matter of upon the code 
of his ancestors. Now he went a step er. Instead 
of rejecting the offer, he walked to a cement bench set 
in the shade and picked up a tall cold glass. With a 
minute, inexplicable pleasure, he noticed that Sari had 
already sipped from the drink. He nodded toward her, 
smiled, and swallowed half of it. 

HE watched him calmly enough, but with far more at- 
tention than was merited by the maneuver as such. 
“What do you do?” she asked. 
“T’m in the shipping business.” 
“Shipping what?” 
“Everything. I don’t ship things. I operate the ships.” 

He said “operate.” It was a modest word—in a sense. 
He had erited a tenth of a shipping-line that had 
been established, though not incorporated, in time to run 
contraband to France before the British objected with 
the War of 1812. His share of the — a 

_ forded him a comfortable living so long as he 
relatives and employes used their nerve and their imagina- 
tion, tended to business, and kept down the overhead. | 

He smiled again at the girl. He finished the Tom Col- 
lins. And he dived into the pool. 

bed a 

The water poured coolly along his sides as he swam be- 
neath it, watching the quick passage of the patterned tile 
on the bottom and thinking with bizarre, submarine 
amusement: “And I was sure it was going to be stodgy!” 
His hands hit the end wall of the pool. He came to the 
surface and snorted professionally. 

Sari was sitting with her feet in the water. She moved 
them languidly, her eyes still on him. He took another 
breath and swam down the pool, counting rapidly and un- 
consciously to be certain the beats of his feet matched 
exactly the hard arcs his hands were making. 

The girl liked that. She liked everything about Wally 
Traves. He was tall and powerful, but he didn’t work at 
being a muscle man. “It is going to be,” she thought, “a 
bad summer for Mrs. Traves.” 

Those matters and the apperception attendant upon 
them had been learned by her while she was enrolled in 
Vassar—but not at Vassar. 

She stood up lazily, dived, and swam—a shade better 
than he did. 

Chapter Two 

HE bed in which Stuyvesant Jones lay 
reading was “moderne.” It looked as if it 
had been designed for rapid motion through 
the air, a shiny thing made of light metals, 
streamlined, and covered with a spread of 
metal cloth which fit it in daytime like a 
pot lid. The lamp over his head sprang 

from the silver-papered wall in the swift shape of an egg 
or a teardrop or a parabola. It was the newest gadget for 
reading in bed. 

Beside him, on an identical machine-age couch, was his 
wife Sheila, who looked as stream-lined as the appoint- 
ments of her home. A tall, lissome, determined woman of 
twenty-nine, whose ruby polished toenails started two 
x etrical lines up her straight legs, over the gentle 

of her narrow hips, and across her breasts, barely 
perceptible under yellow silk pajamas, to meet at the part 
of her sleek and almost black hair. 

Sheila was perusing a book entitled, “The Economic 
Consequences to Woman of Patriarchy.” Stuyvesant was 
reading “Murder at Rainbow Inn”—and he did not look 
stream-lined. He was a man made of spare parts—all of 
them too long and too thin, none of them quite suited to 
the others. As if to compensate for the ill-matched se- 
lection of arms, legs, neck, torso and large, sparse-haired 
head, those adjuncts had been attached by oversized joints. 
He had also a high forehead, an immense nose, bushy 
brows much darker than the buff moss on his skull, fine 
teeth, and black, indolent eyes. A friendly mouth pulled 
together that assortment of features and made him not 

'y human but attractive—dispelling, at the same time, 
the implication that he was either a genius, a rnad sci- 
entist or a prime buffoon. 

He was, in point of fact, the junior partner in the ad- 
vertising firm of Conroy, Kline, Kelly and Jones. 
a in a rich and astonished baritone, he cried: 

o a!” 

Dee put down her book, annoyed by the interruption. 
ii) a _ 

He stared at her, fumbling for a cigarette on the glass 
bedside table. “I’ve got it! Prunella—she’s the old maid 
—did the murders. She had Mr. Fifer’s grandfather's 
heirlooms secreted in the calico dog she made when she 
was eight years old. Neat, what?” 

Sheila shook her head with mock awe. “Colossal.” 
Stuyvesant would have returned to his thriller, but once 
interrupted, his wife showed an indisposition to pursue 
her studies. She also lighted a cigarette. “How did you 
like the Traveses ?” 

Stuy had been expecting a few opening comments upon 
the new arrivals ever since they had met them, which had 
been before supper, for cocktails, and at the Larchs’ house. 
He said: “I liked them very much.” 

Sheila closed her book and noted unconsciously that she 
had lost her place. “I think we'll be good for them.” 

Her husband stared at her. Sheila had ideas. Her 
mother was a famous reformer—perpetually in the 
headlines, ori liy for leading suffragettes, more re- 
cently for advocating nudism, birth-control, the dis- 
solution of the family as a unit, and such matters as the 



placing of sex on a plane with other communal! activities 
—such, presumably, as marketing and gossip. 

“Yes,” Sheila continued, “we'll be good for them. 
They’re still the dupes of tradition, but they’re intelligent. 
Walpole is the strong and silent husband, and Alice the 
faithful little wife; but they have capacities.” Sheila 
smiled tolerantly. “I had quite a talk with her. They’re 
like so many young people nowadays. They’ve read 
Havelock Ellis and Kraft-Ebbing, and they imagine them- 
selves utterly sophisticated. I asked her if she was true 
to her husband—” 

Stuy’s left brow lifted slightly. “Isn’t that jumping the 
gun a bit?” 

“I wanted to know,” Sheila replied. “So I asked.” 
“Some day you’ll get your face slapped.” 
“Nonsense. She just laughed and said that she was 

true. I rather liked her for laughing.” 
“Amiable of you—” 
Sheila sat up. “Look here, Stuy: these people are going 

to be our nearest neighbors for—years, maybe. They are 
to be part of our lives. They are entitled to know im- 
mediately what sort of people we are. And I have a right 

’ to ask simple, direct questions of them—dquestions which 
any less bigoted society would regard as mere casual 
formalities. If you think—” 

He shrugged and grinned. “All right. I surrender. 
Ill run right over to the Traveses and make goo-goo eyes 
at Mrs. T. She’s a damn’ pretty girl; I'll enjoy it. And so 
will she: romance—there’s most of a moon left tonight— 
adventure. So will her husband. He’ll enjoy learning 
that a wife is not a piece of property. He’s only about 
twenty-five pounds heavier than I am, and although he 
doubtless pulled an oar for—oh, yes, he said Harvard—” 

Sheila crossed her legs angrily. “I’m merely trying to 
explain—”’ 

Stuyvesant’s tone was again calm. “Sure. Look here, 
darling: I was kidding you simply because you’re so 
earnest. I like freedom. I don’t want anybody to belong 
to me body and soul. And if I thought you were the only 
girl I was going to kiss between now and my death, I'd 
arrange my death for tomorrow. Not,” he said, getting 
up on one elbow, “that I don’t like to kiss you.” 

Sheila was mollified. She relaxed. He stared at her 
svelte figure. He thought for a moment of Alice Traves— 
the felicitous blue of her eyes, the childishness of her head 
and hands. She was a softer woman than Sheila. Then 
Sheila slowly lowered her dark lashes. 

bl was two o’cleock when Stuyvesant woke up with the 
realization that his wife had pressed her forefinger 

against his lips. He had a quick and vigilant mind. He 
knew at once that the gesture was not amatory. It was 
not a request for conversational solace after a nightmare. 
It was a warning. From a light but pacific slumber, his 
brain, flooded with blood and electricity, sprang to activity. 
Burglars! The maid was away. The gardener, who lived 
over their garage, had left for the week-end. He answered 
the quiver in his wife’s finger with a quick nod to let her 
know that he was awake and listening. 

There was a muffled creak from the floor below, a dim 
sound of splintering, and then the vague tumble of sash- 
weights in their slots as a window was carefully raised. 
“Somebody,” Stuy thought, “is breaking into our house.” 

He was frightened, but not panicky. He lay still and 
checked over the available valuables. His uncle had given 
them three valuable paintings. The silverware—not worth 
very much these days. Sheila’s modest collection of jewel- 
ry, his wallet and her pocketbook were in the bedroom. 
Suppose the fellow came into the room? 

Then—there was Excalibur. A Twelfth Century sword, 
a monstrous, jeweled, two-handed thing—prized by Stuy- 
vesant above all other possessions. It had appeared in his 
family from no one knew where or in what era, but there 
it was and had been—carried to America in the Seven- 
teenth Century, hidden in a well during Howe’s occupa- 
tion of New York, in a hayloft at Gettysburg—handed 
from eldest son to eldest son on successive twenty-first 
birthdays—worth a couple of thousand dollars as old gold 
and gems, worth ten or twenty times as much as an 
antique, treasured by Stuyvesant for its sentimental asso- 
ciations—and the anathema of Sheila, since it matched in 
no way any contemporary decorative scheme, and clashed 
hideously wherever it was put, because Stuy insisted that 
the spot be prominent. 

He thought of Excalibur. He had no urge to go down- 
stairs and clout the intruder. He was unarmed. In the 
mechanical perfection of their household was no weapon 
except the sword. But Stuyvesant Jones was not stupid. 

He put his mouth very close to his wife’s ear. He 
whispered: “Sneak to the head of the stairs behind me 
and keep quiet. I'll fix him. When you hear me cough 
down there, make some very minor sound. That’s all.” 

He picked up the black dressing-gown his wife had 
given to him for Christmas, and closely followed by her, 
soundlessly crossed the bedroom and started down the 
stairs. She remained behind, crouched in the gloom. She 
was surprised at the obedience she had shown. She had 
asked no questions; she had accepted a réle she did not 
understand. It occurred to her that, at any moment, a 
Sharp crack and a dagger of light might make her a 
widow. She felt a vague pang, and at the same time she 
wondered if Stuy had paid his insurance up to date. To 
her straining ears, then, came a faint tinkling sound from 
the direction of the dining-room. All cogent and sequential 
processes of her mind were then suspended. 

Stuy crept down the stairs. Here and there moonlight 
reflected from the grounds gave a false illumination that 
created grotesque shapes where divans, chairs, tables and 
cabinets huddled on the floor. 

He was sweating as he went through the living-room. 
Beyond, under an arch, was the dining-room. The dim 
music Sheila heard grew louder in Stuy’s ears, and it be- 
came, obviously, the sound of silverware being removed 
from drawers and deposited in some other receptacle. 
There was no circle of radiance from a flashlight. The 
rays of the moon were enough—and safer for the burglar. 
He worked steadily, almost rhythmically. 

Stuy, on his hands and knees, slid like darkness across 
the living-room and took a position behind the heavy 
drapes that hung under the dining-room archway. His 
vital organs were in a state of gross perturbation. His 
hands quivered along the thick carpet. His eyebrows sup- 
ported drops of moisture that had slithered from his hair- 
roots. And yet, he found himself strangely elated. He 
had a plan of action which did not include leaping forward 
with a poker and a mad cry—but for a moment he very 
nearly abandoned his scheme to that precise enterprise. 

Then his wits steadied. The burglar was at the side- 
board, perhaps ten feet from the drapes. Stuy suddenly 
interrupted the musical quietude. His voice hissed into it, 
hoarse and tough. 

“Hey, Butch!” he whispered. 
The clink of silver was no more. Nothing was—except 

pause and poisoned night. Stuy’s words came again, in 
another tone than his, and another lingo. “Snap into it! 
Smoky has just beaned the dame and the guy. They’re 
bleedin’ bad. I'll snatch the sword.” He coughed. “Then 
we'll dust.” 

Sheila heard the remote rustle of his cough, and with 
her fist she very lightly hit the wall. One—two—three— 
four. In the dining-room the soft blows sounded like 
cautious footsteps. Stuy waited through a miniature 
eternity while the burglar decided that he had committed 
the shocking faux pas of entering a house wherein a gang 
of murderous professionals was already at work. He was 
not a clever burglar, but he probably imagined himself 
as clever when he turned toward the whispering portiére 
and said: “O.K.” 
A moment later he went through the window by which 

he had entered—leaving his booty behind. Stuy saw him 
cross the lawn in the pallid moonlight. A scraggly little 
man, tough, no doubt, but a man in a fantastic hurry. 
One who ran without looking back, clutching in each hand 
an object which gleamed faintly. One was a flashlight. 
The other was a revolver. Either would have saved him 
a tidy sum of money and a bad case of nerves. 

Chapter Three 

OU be the burglar,” young Everest Everest 
bellowed at his sister Ella, “and I’ll be Mr. 
Jones.” 

It was a game they had been playing all 
day. Ella began to collect pebbles from 
the path that led to the tennis-court. The 

- pebbles represented Mr. Jones’ silverware. 
Everest hunched his nervous physique into a ball behind 
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ysome hollyhocks. He made his voice hollow. -“Hey, 
Butch! There’s a whole bunch of us upstairs that has 
killed Mrs. Jones. Come on up when you're through 
down here.” 

Ella, the chagrined thief, dropped her pebbles. She 
also forced her voice into a lower register. “O. K., Spider 
Malloy!” Spider Malloy was an invention of Everest’s. 
It didn’t fit the conditions of the pantomime, but it had a 
ring. Ella, having pronounced the name and acted duly 
shocked, decided to carry the charade to its real-life 
conclusion. The burglar had run, after Mr. Jones’ in- 
timidating remarks. So she would run. 

She parted the hollyhocks and stepped through them, 
lifting her legs high in the air to represent clearance of 
Mr. Jones’ windowsill. She ran furiously and blindly. 
And her line of flight lay across the tennis-court at an 
instant in which her mother wound up to serve. The ball 
caught the inspired Thespian on the chin and laid her 
flat beside the net. 

Annabelle Everest did not rush forward to her stricken 
child. She sauntered—after a calm gaze in which she 
had evaluated the situation. Several seconds before her 
mother came up, Alice had jumped the net and swept Ella 
into her arms. 

Ella’s chin was a round red spot. She lay stiffly in 
Alice’s arms, her face slowly changing from crimson 

to violet. She was frightened. She had not realized that 
she was escaping across a tennis-court. The missile had 
connected itself with the peril from which she was fleeing. 
She had been shot and killed by Spider Malloy. 

Her eyes rolled and bulged. Alice frantically whacked 
her between the shoulder-blades. 

Annabelle said in a dry and placid voice: “It knocked 
her wind out. She’ll start to yell in a minute.” 

The words weren’t cruel. They were merely matter-of- 
fact, and Alice felt hatred and contempt for the child’s 
mother in that instant. But her very abstractness pre- 
cipitated the chaos of Ella’s brain, when a hysterical 
comment would have further disheveled it. Short =—- 
of air began to gurgle and grate across her vocal 
They were followed by a deep inhalation. On the heels of 
it came a roar of anguish and indignation. The deeper 
hues subsided from the little girl’s face, and she filled the 
landscape with sound. 

Alice carried her to a bench, and words were presently 
sucked and blurted through the tumult. Ella said it hurt, 
and rubbed her jaw. Then she propounded the theory that 
her mother had aimed at her. Next she rebuked Everest, 
who stood at some distance we meg J the episode. It 
was, she said, his idea and therefore fault. Later, as 
both pain and rage diminished, she cried more quietly, and 
accused Alice of holding her too tight. In the end she 
was set on her feet and dispatched by her mother to re- 
sume play with Everest. 
a watched her children depart, and turned to 

ce. 
“How about a whisky and soda?” 
“All right.” Traces of anger toward the mother, and 

unnamable yearning after the children, had dried up her 
desire to play tennis. Besides, Mrs. Everest was expert, 
i Alice was that unfortunate opponent who is only 

Annabelle was petite, but muscular and hardy. She 
had features as regular as the red-headed Sari Larch 
—better ones than Sheila Jones or Alice; but she was not 
thought of as pretty. Annabelle Everest had been a 
Philadelphia débutante, and Annabelle lacked one charac- 
teristic—lacked it with positiveness, with a startling com- 
pleteness. That characteristic was glamour. 

She took Alice into her living-room. It was a hodge- 
. A mahogany radio-phonograph leered at a depart- 

ment-store set of overstuffed pieces upholstered in flow- 
ered green. Empty spaces were occupied by wedding 
presents, chairs and coffee-tables, from those friends and 
relatives close enough to feel the obligation of making a 
costly show. The whole array had been meticulously set 
out so that weight balanced bulk and colors 
were as widely separated as possible. Alice felt a sudden 
pity for Annabelle—an emotion as un as her rage 
when the Philadelphia girl refused to be frightened by her 
child’s injury. That living-room represented studied effort. 

Annabelle dropped her tennis-racket and a little 
bell. No servant came. So she went to the kitchen with 

the faintly impatient statement that: “I can’t find any 
body who has the sense to function inasystem.” . 

She returned with two glasses of gin and ginger ale anc 
ice. “We've evidently run out of whisky,” she explained 
equably. “I myself like gin just as well.” 

“So do I,” Alice said. And she added, “—once in a 
while.” Annabelle was the sort of person who would 
never forget that Alice had said she liked gin. Annabelle 
would make a fuss about having it for her in the future— 
if she was sure of the preference. And Alice disliked gin. 

Annabelle started a conversation, after a moment of 
silence. “Well, now that you're settled, how do you like 
Wycherley ?” 

“Very much. Wally and I have been wanting to come 
to the country for years.” She was conscious of a gratui- 
tous inclusion of her husband. He had not wanted to move. 
He seemed to be adjusting himself, however. “And this is 
—- Country, city and country club all in one. It’s 

utiful. When I woke up yesterday and saw the trees 
waving in the sunshine, and smelled the flowers, and heard 
the fountain out in the yard, I was about as happy as I’ve 
ever been.” Alice talked sincerely and easily. 

“TI couldn’t live without exercise,” Annabelle said. “And 
it’s a good place for the children. Evie was a sissie before 
we came here. The Larches and the Joneses knew each 
other in New York and came together. Charles and I are 
very fond of them. They’re from old families, but they’re 
not really snobbish—and they have a wholesome, modern 
outlook on life.” 

“There it is again,” Alice thought. This time in the 
analytical language of Annabelle Everest. That made the 
dictum complete for all three families. Sari had not hidden 
her interest in Wally from her husband. Mrs. Jones had 
been quite direct in expressing her interest in the _- 
morals of the Traveses. And now Annabelle was uss- 

a “wholesome, modern outlook.” Annabelle, Alice de- 
cided, was as honest as she had the perception to be. So 
she pursued the subject. 

She said to her hostess: “Everybody seems to be ex- 
tremely frank.” 

Annabelle nodded. “When I first came from Phila- 
delphia, it seared me.” 

? t did?” 
“Oh—the whole business of freedom. Leading your own 

life. Being married for the sake of companionship, and 
taking love where you found it.” 

Alice was a trifle scared. She concealed the emotion. 
“It always seemed messy to me—when I read about it.” 

Annabelle shrugged. Sprawled in her chair, with her 
tennis dress awry, she was far removed from love, and 
much closer to such things as a good back-hand and a 
well-timed one-and-a-haif. “Gossip and interference and 
jealousy make messes—not what you do. If all people had 
the same attitude, everyone could live as he wished.” 

LICE wondered how much of the “modernity” of the 
Larches, the Joneses and the Everests was just talk. 

Most of it, no doubt. Nevertheless she was embarrassed. 
“I don’t think many married people could swing it,” she 
said, putting down her glass. “If my husband fell for 
somebody, I'd be sore and behave miserably, I’m sure. 
And I can’t imagine doing it myself.” 

“How long have you and Wally been married?” 
Alice was already accustomed to the use of first names 

which had commenced when the four families had gathered 
at the Larches for cocktails on the evening of their arrival. 
Nevertheless she noticed the inflection given to the name 
“Wally” whenever it was pronounced by Sari or Sheila or 
Annabelle. She said: “Eight years.” 

“Then it’s about time,” Annabelle said, laughing a little. 
“And if it was my husband, I wouldn’t get sore. But I'd 
rather see to it that it was me—anyway. Don’t you sup- 
pose the thing which makes most old people so crabbed 
is that they look back and realize that prudishness made 
them waste their lives? And haven’t you noticed that all 
the old people who are really happy and full of beans are 
the retired hell-raisers ?” 

Alice couldn’t summon the necessary criteria for judg- 
ment. She brought before her eyes, instead, a picture of 
herself in a rocking-chair loo back at a life empty of 
everything save Wally. He filled her present adequately. 
But she wondered for the first time if he would seem 
sufficient—in retrospect. 

She didn’t answer. She finished her drink. 



Chapter Four 

HE sugar frosting on the cocktail-glass ad- 
hered to Alice’s red lips and became imbued 
with their deftly applied color. Crimson 
sand came off on her napkin. 

rw fe we There was a terrifying roar close at 
a4 hand. The air above a section of beach was 

churned into fire. Men moved in that 
inferno, and out of it a rocket jumped into the fluid night. 
It hurled itself toward the stars, zigzagged, diminished, 
passed the point at which each spellbound onlooker felt 
further ascent would be intolerable, and then, at the 
pinnacle of its ecstatic flight, bent back to earth and in a 
series of soft pulsations sowed upon the sky the in- 
credibly satisfying glitter of itself: 

Red. ... Silver.... Green.... Blue. 
The spangled-clusters floated down not as if earth were 

their origin, but heaven. 
A long wave whispered its arrival up the curved sand. 

Saxophones, which were answering the baton of a young 
man on the crystalline summit of a skyscraper fifty miles 
away, marched moodily from the radio to meet the mur- 
muring water, and the driftwood fire that cast a ruddy 
background for the boathouse began to dance and made 
the roof-shaped shadow dance. 
. Walpole Traves was giving a picnic. Wally, the picnic- 
ater! 
A house-warming, transferred to the water’s edge, on 

such a Fourth of July night as occurs at least once in 
every childhood, and leaves the unalterable impression 
that on the Fourth the sun never fails to shine hotly or 
the night to be warm and pellucid. 

Alice’s gaze moved from the spark of punk that marked 
the place where her husband was setting up another 
rocket, to the suddenly visible white coat of Hypolito. 
He took her empty glass and held out a tray of fresh cock- 
tails. The vapors of lemon and cointreau and brandy 
swam on the night. 

“Supper ready,” Hypolito said quietly. 
“Good.. After another round of drinks.” 
The Filipino boy moved into the monodies of the night. 

Another figure progressed swimmingly toward her. It 
was Stuy—and she wondered if he was looking for her. 
She hoped he was. His adventure with the burglar was 
the sort of thing Alice romantically imagined men could 
and should do. It implied courage and coolness and a 
masculine sense of possession that was reckless in de- 
fense. It sprang from intelligence. If Stuy had grabbed 
the thief by the collar and beaten him to pulp in a haz- 
ardous fist-fight, Alice would not have been impressed. 

He saw her, and sat down beside her. A rocket went 
up, and they watched it. Then Stuy said: 
Ronee going to write a book called ‘Horrors of Home 

e. ” 

No polite, “Good evening.” No flattery. No praise of 
the party. Just the irrelevant and idiotic announcement 
that he was going to write—in his imagination—about the 
dreadfulness of domesticity. 

Alice giggled. “Let me do your preface.” 
*“T shall. There will be a chapter about wives. One 

about husbands. Then children, relatives, finances, fur- 
niture, servants, gardens, plumbing and electricity, home 
games and radio, and so forth and so forth. Each topic 
vill be treated in its more horrible aspects. A cross- 

section of the worrying mind of any man would give ade- 
quate material, day in and out, for the treatise. For 
instance: Sheila is a diet fan. Think what that implies in 
the way of hideousness. I need a chapter for the table. 
And I am a non-hanger-up. Think what that does to her 
orderly mind. My mother volunteers with a smile to do 
all small services about the house, but never budges; 
she seems to feel that volunteering and smiling will give 
her a passing mark in heaven without any finger-lifting. 

“To goon. What came next? Finances. I don’t under- 
stand my fire-insurance. I always lose my safety-deposit- 
box keys and have to have the bank get new ones. Our 
maid gets worried about the incoming bills and hides them 
ill they’ve run for months. ... Then—furniture. My 

favorite belonging is a sword—and it doesn’t fit with 
Sheila’s scheme for home harmony. You positively can- 
not rise from two or three of our chairs. Our cook has 
claustrophobia and is apt to rush out of the kitchen in a 
izze and let the meat burn. Our garden is a parade of 

blights and pests, droughts and damp-rottings—and I 
must grieve with the gardener over each new leguminary 
tragedy. Plumbing is so notoriously a thing of dread and 
despair that it has become a vaudeville gag. Electricity, 
that great helpmeet of mankind contributed by Benj 
Franklin, is only another source of grief. Things burn 
out. Fuses blow. The lines fall, and your whole house 
becomes a tomb. You get shocks. As for games—and 
the radio—need I elaborate? 

“T like music. Sheila listens to every speech. I tell you, 
Mrs. Traves, it is surprising that we manage to endure the 
multiplicity of the things that beset us in this so-called 
civilization. Your average man is a pincushion of errands, 
agitations, fears, lists of repairs, and gadget tribulations. 
The female mind could cope with calico and kerosene. 
But what woman comprehends the step-down transformer 
in her back yard, the pressure-tank in her cellar, the oil- 
feed line of her furnace? What man can make a judicious 
buy in rayons or acetates, or spare his wife disaster 
through a knowledge of the chemistry of beauty nos- 
trums? Home life is today a hell—a horror of incom- 
prehensible responsibilities, a purgatory of unreliable 
apparatus!” 

He peered at her, drawing his bulbous knees beneath 
his chin. Alice had been chuckling through his entire de- 
nunciation. She said: “What did you do?” 
He seized her hand and bent forward. He made his 

voice a mockery of woe. “I accidentally plugged in the 
maid’s sewing-machine. It ran all night. It ran itself, I 
may say, into the ground.” 

Alice broke into loud and happy laughter. She felt 
very close to Stuy, and pleased with him, and she did not 
realize that familiarity lent much to the feeling—that 
Wally also was a master at indignant tirade. 

Hypolito served another cocktail. 
Stuy still held her hand. They had stopped laughing. 

“Et was wondering,” Stuy said quietly, “why our hostess 
was sitting alone and apart.” 

“T like to watch fireworks from a distance. Not from 
right beside the place where they are going off—or up.” 

“That’s a lie.” 
She turned toward him so quickly that she spilled a 

little of her drink. She was startled. “Is it?” 
“Sure.” He spoke calmly. “You got tired of watching 
= ae swell husband jizzle over the lush Mrs. Larch.” 

ct) i ~~ 

Stuy was grinning in the light of a pot of red fire around 
which stood and sat the other guests. The fire dyed the 
night magenta and made the sharp contours of his face 
demoniac, unreal, and like the countenance of some satyric 
gargoyle rouged by a madwoman. “Don’t try to act 
like a little girl with me,” he said. “‘I won’t let you off so 
easily. You're thirty—or nearly so. And your husband 
likes the Titian. So you crawled away to die of wounds 
in bitter martyrdom. It doesn’t suit you, babe.” 

“Babe” was so obviously incongruous a name for Alice 
—and so carefully chosen for its inaccuracy—that she 
found her lips smiling while she still believed herself 
furious. Her emotions were being goaded through her re- 
serve by three cocktails and by the telling analysis of 
Stuyvesant Jones. She heard herself say: “All right. I 
was jealous. What of it?” 

“Foolish. Asinine, in fact. Unworthy of you. Ex- 
amine the circumstances dispassionately: Sari has a yen 
for your husband. He has for her. Sari is married to an 
amiable bird who pays almost no attention to her. Thus 
you are the only block between what might be a romance 
of your dashing Walpole and the certainly desirable Sari. 
A romance would end in a draw. Sari doesn’t really like 
anybody but herself. And Wally patently is in love with 
you. Therefore—again—neither he nor she would be 
hurt; both would be amused; your virtues would be en- 
hanced by contrast with Sari’s—well, not lack of virtue, 
but—dullness.” 

LICE was frightened and defensive. “You pontificate 
- about everything, I imagine?” 

“Especially when your own feelings aren’t involved.” 
“My dear Mrs. Traves! May I recommend a cigarette? 

Soothing. Facilitates thought. Good. Now. Let me say 
that I know Sari Larch very well indeed. Last summer, in 
fact, although I was quite conscious of her intellectual 
shortcomings, I was possessed by the notion that Sari 
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nified all that is meant by the word woman. - I was 
4 love with her, in fact.” 
“How did Sheila like it?” 
“She was amused.” 
“Oh. And how did you get over it?” 

opted chuckled. “Down at the village they had a raffle. 
The prize was two tickets to Bermuda. I won it. 

Number 1111. The good burghers of Wycherley were sore 
as hell. I had money. I didn’t need the tickets to the 
painted isle. However—there they were. At the time—it 
was September—Sheila was engaged in helping her mother 
organize the women of her home town in Massachusetts, 
into a little band of thorns for the side of the current 
administration. Fred was engaged in some high-handed 
finance that kept him in Chicago. He complained acri- 
moniously of the heat, I recall—over the long-distance 
telephone, every night. Anyway, Sari and I used up the 
tickets. They were good for only thirty days, in any case.’ 

“You mean—you teok her to Bermuda?’ 
“The raffle took us.” 
“But—” 

“You can’t put in a ‘but.’ The thing’s ended. Has hap- 
med. No amount of objection on your part will change 

it. The tropical red-head and I went down to Bermuda, 
and we stayed two weeks; and when we came back, we 
parted the best of friends. 'I believe she thinks I am some- 
thing of a clown. And I find, as I said, mental deficiencies 
in her. But we’re friends.” 

Alice did not speak. 
“Tt was very ~~“ ” he said as an afterthought. 
“Tt must have 
Green fire made his face sinister; but Alice, with green 

cheeks and green eyes and her golden hair tinted the shade 
of pine-needles, looked only like a beautiful and tortured 
creature from some distant planet—like a Buck Rogers 
queen whose Martian lungs ached in the oppressive at- 
mosphere of earth. 

“Take the other angle,” Stuy continued, “—yours: 
First, think of Wally’s condition. His insides are burning 
and his brain is disobedient. He wills himself to you— 
and his desire hands him right back to Sari. He’s in a 
very painful dilemma. That’s what Sari does to men. 
Her appeal is direct and primitive. She is an amorous 
sickness—and vaccination is the only true cure. If your 
present and highly visible suffering is powerful enough to 
check Wally’s impulses, you’ll leave him full of hornets 
for weeks—years, forever maybe. You'll frustrate him. 
But if you take a realistic attitude, if every word of his 
that is calculated to evoke and thus measure your jealousy, 
ae from you an unworried and casual reply, he’ll get 
aaeree in the light of her eyes, annoy you to death 
> acting adolescent, and pop up cured some day.” 

“2 don't believe it, ” Alice said tensely. 
Stuy’s voice was suddenly hard: “Look here! You and 

Wally have done what most people do. Built glass walls 
around your marriage and raised the nice little hothouse 
flower of fidelity in it. Well, babe, the plant’s been set out 
in the air. Most people never take a chance—or do it on 
the sly. But up here in Wycherley, a marriage that won’t 
stand against wide-open outside competition—won’t stand. 
Sari hasn’t the faintest idea of divorcing Fred, or he of 
divorcing her. They like each other. But she has every 
intention of moving in on Wally. You can see that. Wh 
don’t Hah let her? She’s another human being, after 
A genial little animal. You could talk rings around her— 
snipe her out of existence in a tongue-battle. But you 
can’t argue down that red hair. 

“And what right on earth have you got to sit in your 
smug little house b the sea and dictate for a lifetime 
just exactly what a ’ good man shall and shall not do 
from morning to night in the matter of his relations with 
other people? It’s so beastly presuming of you! You 
wouldn’t tell him how to behave with other men; but let 
him deviate by a few smiles and a simple little desire from 
what you think is his duty toward you in so far as it 
concerns the other half of all humanity—and you scream, 
and bite, and sit alone, and argue with me, and let been 
guests starve to death although yo dinner has 
ready for half an hour! Wally isn’t making a spectacle of 
himself. He’s pursuing an ancient and noble trajectory 
across the firmament of biology. But you are—and a 
me cA cheap spectacle, at that!” 

ce felt crushed—for the moment. She wanted to 

reply; she knew there were arguments; but he had 4 
them out of her mind by being abusive. She said: 
right. Ill announce dinner. And thanks for the el 

Stuy stood up and grunted. “I wasn’t lecturing you. 
was making a pass at you. What’s the matter with ya 
anyway? You look bright.” 

Alice stood at one end of the table in the boathouse 
Wally was at the other. She seated Sari on his righ 
Stuy on hers—and switched husbands and wives. 
table was as pretty as it had been in her conception 
happy conception, a friendly one—of pleasant neighbors 

thered to celebrate the Fourth of July. The trum 
owers hadn’t wilted, and the ham and chicken and chil chi 

salads sat appetizingly on the upturned flatboat she ha d 
scrubbed into service as a sideboard. Immaculate Hypolite 
walked from Sari to Fred to Sheila with the cups of jellied 
consommé. Charles Everest put a bit of butter on a sma 
burn he had sustained when he ignited the green fire 
Arpeggios of laughter and conversation had that heady 
quality imparted by several cocktails. The big red candles) 
Alice had chosen for their resemblance to firecrackers 
flickered in a salty breeze. Another orchestra in anothe 
skyscraper, an orchestra of gently bowed strings, se 
naded Vanderbilts and Whitneys, no doubt—an unwit 
tingly also the Traveses, the Joneses, the Larches and 
the Everests. She heard Sari say to Wally: “Of course I 
will. Any time you say.” 

Her blood became water. What had the girl agreed to 
do? She saw Fred look at Sari and wink. She heard the 
announcer announce that the next number would be 
“Caprice Viennoise,” and she wondered if all those 
sophisticated and beautiful Viennese women were really 
as feelingless as they appeared to be in novels and Theater 
Guild plays, and she wondered if she were in the first 
stages of going crazy; and Stuy, at her side, murmured 
sharply: “You’d better finish your cocktail, babe. You're 
getting as pale as the back of a postage-stamp.” 

Chapter Five 

HARLES EVEREST was short and fat. The 
oyster-colored whites of his eyes shone with 
a good-natured innocence that was decep- 
tive because the irises at their centers were 
an inscrutable gray. His hands and feet 
were small, his lips pink, his hair short, 
curly and chestnut brown, and he was fond 

of flannels—blue, gray, powder green, but always double 
breasted. He also liked gold adornment—gold rings, tie- 
clasps, pins, fobs, and badges—as well as the use of gold 
ornament on cutlery, firearms and knickknacks. His busi- 
ness was selling things. Selling was the shrine to which 
he had consecrated most of his moderate emotional ca- 
pacity and nearly all of his intelligence. He had sold, for 
various firms and at various times after his graduation 
from high school, brooms, corsets, toys, furniture, novelty 
papers, refrigerators, gas-engines, metal baskets, tra 
ing cranes, beauty clay, electrical appliances, canned f 
and high-speed lathes. He was known as a “crack” sales- 
man before he married Annabelle Tunman of the Phila- 
delphia Tunmans—a solid, pope, cautious, reliable 
tinsmith’s son from Redia, ennsylvania, who had made 
good. 

Charley Everest couldn’t have told anyone why he had 
married Annabelle. There was something about her he 
liked—a straightforwardness that had had its counter- 

in his mother. He was fond of her. She was a “good 
d;” moreover, she knew how people with dough be- 

haved. He intended to have dough, and needed a wife who 
knew the right forks. 

As for Annabelle, she didn’t know, either. Charley had 
popped out of a stag line at the Bellevue-Stratford—a 
rare thing for her. He'd taken her home—and kissed her. 
She didn’t know that he always kissed girls. She didn’t 
know that the hammering deliciousness which accompa- 
ae the — bmg Oe oo ae Bee had ae — of 
essons—lessons French an y an 
science, and ri and tennis wat teed ae ae and nd etiquette 
and piano; and although that is a typical and —_e 
Shai, td ary el 
when Charley asked her to marry him, she sai 
flat, unimportant voice; and the rest was a a routine fad 
out by others. ....,« a 



It had surprised Charley to discover that New Yorkers 
like the Larches and Bostonians like Stuyvesant Jones 
had a moral code that would have outraged almost every- 
one he had ever met. But Charley had accepted it with- 
out demur, and for several reasons: he had learned not to 
attack the acts of his social superiors; he had read in the 
Sunday supplements that the scions of old families were 
a roistering and decadent lot; and finally, it eased his 
conscience in the matter of cafeteria waitresses, motion- 
picture box-office girls, and milliners with whom he had 
struck:up acquaintanceships in various towns and cities. 

In other words, Charley was the sort of man who would 
sit in a parlor car on a commuters’ train with half of a 
dead cigar in his mouth, cleaning his nails on the point 
of the file attachment of a gold-filled pocket-knife, his feet 
resting on a package containing a sailboat for his small 
son, and his mind meandering from how to compel a mer- 
chant in Emporia to buy a new soda-fountain, to how 
to convince the merchant’s pert secretary that the phrase 
“city slicker” didn’t apply to himself. 

Charley was occupied with those proceedings, in fact, 
as the five o’clock for Wycherley pulled out of Grand 
Central Station and Sari Larch walked through the train 
with Wally Traves. Charley said: “Hello.” 

They said, “Hello,” and went on. 

OE of the arguments Alice had most often used to 
persuade Wally toward a move from penthouse to 

country was that he saw too much of her in New York. 
“If you commuted,” she had said brightly and frequently, 
“you’d be able to stay in town occasionally and get away 
from me. You could go to your club and sit up till 
dawn playing bridge with some of your bachelor class- 
mates. Doesn’t my feminine touch get to be pretty in- 
sidious, sometimes?” 

When, on a Wednesday, he had told her that he was 
—_* stay in the city overnight to see a client, Alice 
had been happy. But it was no longer a vacation from 
herself which she pleasantly anticipated for Wally. It 
was a brief removal from Sari and nearness to Sari—a 
removal which might give Wally time to regain his poise. 
New York, Alice thought, was filled with memories of her- 
self—and Wally alone there overnight would naturally 
think about her. He would contemplate Manhattan as 
something they had shared for many years, and his 
unreasonable predilection for the red-headed wife of an- 
other man would tend to become trivial. 

After she had driven Wally to the station, she returned 
to her house gayly and put on a bathing-suit. Annabelle 
and her children, Sheila and, surprisingly, Stuy, were all 
at the pool. Upon'seeing him, Alice felt a minute and 
undefined emotion of pleasure. She laughed at him so 
musically that Sheila glanced up from the business of 
inflating Ella’s water-wings. 

“What are you doing here?” 
Stuy rolled over on a huge towel. “Working out an 

advertising campaign.” 
“For bathing-suits?” 
He grinned. “Electric stoves. I told the office that if 

I was going to handle that account in July, I'd have to be 
allowed to ponder in the coolest place I could find.” 

Alice laughed again. Ella was set in the water and 
paddled away, following Sheila’s instructions on the prop- 
er manipulation of arms and legs. Evie, from the shallow 
end of the pool, yelled, “See how I do!” and enthralled 
his audience with nothing more than a gingerly splashing. 
Alice stripped off her robe, stuck her toe in the water, and 
walked to the end of the diving-board. She dived a little 
flat and swam the length of the pool with a sort of gallant 
inefficiency. She felt that everyone would be looking at 
her as she found the bottom with her feet. 
Nobody was. They were calling to Sari, who leaned 

from her car at the nearest point of the road to the pool. 
“So-long!” 
“Tomorrow night, then. And how about some bridge?” 
“Have a good time.” 
Annabelle added: “And if you go to Macy’s, ask them how 

much those little outdoor gymnasiums for children are.” 
Sari looked vaguely distressed at the request, shouted, 

“T will—if I go there,” waved, saw Alice, and waved again. 
“Good-by!” 

Alice stood in the water. Small waves of her own 
making lapped her armpits. ...Macy’s. That meant New 
York. “ari was driving to the station to catch a train for 

New York. And Sheila had shouted something about 
bridge—tomorrow night. Wasn’t Sari coming home to- 
night? But that was impossible. Insane. Wally would 
be in town tonight, and New York, on this particular 
evening, belonged to him and to his memories of her. 
Alice looked desperately over her shoulder. Now all the 
eyes were on her—although, as she caught them, they 
traveled quickly away. 

They knew. ... Or did they? 
She stood there, desperately. Her heart beat down her 

joy and her pride with heavy strokes. They were waiting 
to see what she would do. And she hadn’t the strength 
to do anything. She couldn’t even move. She licked her 
lips—her back was turned toward them; and she knew 
that in another second or two she would have stood rooted 
to that spot for too long an interval. 

She commanded her knees to buckle. She lay on her 
back, looking at the white clouds and the blue sky and 
the fringe of tree-tops, swimming slowly. “Wally’s stay- 
ing in town tonight too,” she said to the sky, but so the 
others could hear. The cool and amused tone choked back 
in her throat. She swam. They listened, from their in- 
dolent postures around the pool. Now, she thought—the 
rest of it: an easy laugh, a dispassionate, sophisticated, 
pleasant intonation. “You know, I think I’m being be- 
trayed.” 

There was applause Alice did not see—in Stuy’s eyes. 
Annabelle almost said, “Probably,” but she didn’t—for a 
reason she could not have defined. Sheila stared at the 
girl in the water. She wasn’t wearing a cap. Her blonde 
hair floated all around her head and she looked dead. 
Sheila wondered why, and then realized Alice was as pale 
as death. Evie shouted: “Mother—what’s betrayed?” 

Annabelle chuckled, not maliciously, but with simple 
amusement. Everyone was afraid for an instant that 
Annabelle was going to explain. Stuy stood up and made 
a mighty dive which diverted the youngster’s attention 
from research in vocabulary. He swam under the surface 
and caught Alice’s foot and ducked her. They had a water 
fight. It carried Alice through the crisis neatly. 

Chapter Siz 

HEN Wally came home on Thursday eve- 
ning, Alice had everything ready for him. 

qi\' : She had spent twenty-four hours in neurot- 
\ ic preparation. The car was washed and 

polished. There were flowers in every room. 
Hypolito had paired all the shoes on their 
rack, polished the white ones, and rear- 

ranged Wally’s clothes in his bureau. Alice had forced 
the local tailor to put through a rush dry-cleaning order 
of six suits, and they now hung above the shoes, with 
other suits, immaculate, creased and equally spaced. For 
dinner there were Wally’s favorite edibles: baked ham, 
candied sweet potatoes, creamed wax beans, cauliflower, 
avocado salad, blueberry pudding with hard sauce, Turk- 
ish coffee. 

Wally was hot and tired and emotionally disheveled. 
In the first place, his story about a client had been true. 
He had sat up until three, trying to persuade a vile-tem- 
pered, seventy-year-old Cleveland millionaire to shift his 
exports to the Traves ship lines—and he had failed. In 
the second place, although he had had a clandestine 
meeting with Sari, it had not been, as she had expected, 
for dinner in some quaint and secret restaurant and for 
supper on the dazzling roof of a building high above the 
night-strangled metropolis. When Wally had casually 
told her that he would be spending the night in town, 
and she had at once announced that she would be there 
on the same night, at the Hotel Mendovia, Sari had imag- 
ined that it was necessary to say no more. Wally’s de- 
lighted reaction had expressed itself in an invitation to 
lunch on Thursday. Sari, experienced in such matters, 
had assumed that the lunch date was a blind—an alibi 
to cover any subsequent accidental admission that they 
had met in New York. So, when she had gone to town, 
it was with the expectation that Wally would call for her 
at the Mendovia about seven or seven-thirty. She had her 
most fetching décolleté in her overnight bag, and her 
brain was fleecy with anticipation. 
When Wally had not appeared at eight, and eight- 

thirty, and nine, it had slowly dawned on Sari that she 
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was being stood up, that he had actually intended merely 
to lunch with her on the following day. So Sari had spent 
the evening reading a ———e story borrowed from the 
hotel lending-library, suffering from the heat, and alter- 
nately reviling Wally for being a lame Romeo, and vowing 
that since he was so hard to get, she would get him prop- 
erly when the chance came. She had punished him by 
being an hour late for their lunch date, and by behaving, 
when she finally appeared, in an abstracted and cold 
manner. 

Thus Wally came home from two defeats—both dis- 
appointing and one quite incomprehensible. 

OW, upon arrival at home, he faced a third and still 
more unexpected ambush. Alice’s welcoming kiss 

had been glassily intense. They usually drove from the 
station to the house silently; but on this evening she had 
punctuated the ride by pointing out from time to time such 
items as a pair of finches, a spray of black-eyed Susans, 
and a sun-dipped cloud—all in a sweet and sticky manner 
quite unlike herself. 

The sight of the vases filled with flowers brought from 
him the comment: “Somebody dead ?” 
He went upstairs to change, and her tense expectation 

of his pleasure at the reorganization of his room was 
shattered by a yell. “Hey! Send me up a map of this 
place! It’s tidy, God knows, but I’ve lost my bearings.” 

With something very close to hysteria, she hurried to 
his room. He was standing in front of a bureau-drawer 
which erupted linen. He wheeled, smiling grimly. “Never 
mind. I got it.” The expression on her face gave him 
pause. He patted her shoulder. “Don’t look as if the 
world were coming to an end. I’m glad you fixed me up. 
I’m cross, I guess. And I have a reason to be. I sat up 
till three last night trying to make old man McGovenn 
buy our boats, and I got exactly nowhere.” 

It was a lie, Alice felt, which must be met with sym- 
pathetic understanding. She said: “Yes, dear, I know. 
Don’t talk about it.” 

His jaw sagged. “Why not?” 
Tears came in her eyes. “I—I don’t want you to worry 

about business, here at home, I—I just want everything 
to be the way you like it. It’s your home. And I’m your 
wife.” Through the tears she smiled bravely. “It’s my 
job to make it comfortable—isn’t it?” 

He stared at her. Was she sick? Too much hot weath- 
er? Had moving been too much of a strain? 

They went down to dinner. She watched him covertly 
as Hypolito the silver platter. Ham—ham with 
cloves and pineapple. A thing of beauty. All day she 
had watched it—changed the water to take out the excess 
salt, garnished it with thought to each. separate clove. 
And he took only a small slice. No cauliflower. One 
potato. A spoonful of beans. 

She wanted to say nothing. He couldn’t eat, because 
his mind was filled with memories of the voluptuous Sari 
Larch. Till three o’clock, he had admitted. But she 
couldn’t restrain herself. “Dear,” she said softly, “aren’t 
you hungry? I thought this was your favorite meal.” 

Again he told the truth—and again, in vain. “Well, 
darling, the trouble is I had the very same meal for 
lunch; and— 

Alice tumbled into c and rout. The speed with 
which he had explained, the dexterity with which he had 
lied, gave him the stature of a master sinner. He had 
subtly prepared the alibi to cover his foreseen lack of 
appetite—or else he had brilliantly invented it on the spur 

the moment. Either explanation showed Alice that 
Wally was different from what she had believed—more 
resourceful, faster thinking, deeper and, obviously, im- 
possible to control or to win back. Her eight years’ 
scrutiny of him had touched only the surface. 

In point of fact, he had tried to bolster himself against 
Sari’s lunch-time arbitrariness by eating a good meal, the 
food he liked best. And he didn’t want the same things 
over for dinner. But Alice interpreted the entire business 
as extraordinary cunning. She left the table in tears. ... 
When Wally caught up with his wife, she was standing 

at the bay windows i. out over the lawn and the 
boathouse and the Sound. e sniffied once, but her eyes 
pees aoe She felt that she had been put in an 
intolerable position, and that, since frankness had always 
been her ideal, she would have to perform a little surgery. 

“Look,” Wally said as he crossed the living-room, his 

napkin in his hand, “you're all in—tired. I should have 
realized that moving would be too much for you.” He 
felt solicitous and sorry. “I tell you what you do: run up 
to Cape Cod and spend a few days with your mother. 
You'll get some rest, and—” 

That was the last straw. She could not believe that 
Wally was able to muster hypocritical sentiments so ef- 
fectively. Indeed, he was not. But Alice could see only 
that he was topping his amorous career by a direct ma- 
neuver to get her out of the way. The minute he had 
spoken, Wally thought of Sari, and he was both excited 
and frightened. If Alice fell in with his suggestion, he 
would be—alone. Alone in Wycherley, a few rods — 
from Sari’s house. And since Fred Larch spent so muc 
time in New York— Wally shook off feelings both deli- 
cious and appalling, and stared earnestly at his wife. 

Alice spoke—icily and without preamble. “I’m sur- 
— only at one thing, Wally. And that’s your lack of 

esse.” 
He knew what she was talking about, at last. It burst 

into his mind: the kiss, the flowers, the meal. But at first 
that illumination moved him to no feeling of kindness. 
His relations with Sari had been innocent. He was being 
monumentally put upon. With common human lack-logic, 
he disregarded what might have been, and on the basis of 
what had been, he was filled with a giant self-righteous- 
ness. His chin jutted forward. His brow beetled. His 
moody blue eyes became hard and narrow. “Go on,” he 
said quietly. 

Alice went on—little-girl heroics steadying her voice: 
“T know that you have fallen in love with Sari Larch. For 
that I don’t blame you. Such things happen. But I do 
blame you for trying to deceive me. You had a client in 
town!” Scorn abetted the heroism. “And you sat up 
with him till three! You can’t eat! Is it because you had 
the same food for lunch, or because you’re whole soul is— 
somewhere else? And now, you want me to go to my 
mother’s! So / can get over the strain of moving!” She 
turned embattled eyes upon him. She laughed. “How 
much of that sort of thing did you believe I would be 
stupid enough to swallow?” 

It was the laugh and the somewhat vulgar use of the 
word swallow that crystallized Wally’s emotions. His 
liberal innocence gave him room for a fabulous amount of 
indulgence of himself. And the violence of her attack, 
although it sprang from love and fear and desperation and 
wretchedness, made him feel that this was all too much. 
Intolerable! Ridiculous—and contemptible! 

There was a gladiatorial pause. en Wally said—to 
his own utter astonishment: “Very well. I presume you 
will want me to arrange for the divorce?” 

He walked from the room. 
Alice looked at him, gaping, sagging, as if the wind had 

been knocked from her. 

ND as soon as Wally was out on the lawn, he also 
sagged. He was going to divorce Alice! It was un- 

thinkable—incredible, impossible. He would have given 
ten years of his life to get back a single sentence. 
meant nothing. The idea that he wanted a divorce to 
marry her was ludicrous. That’s what Alice would think. 
The poor kid! And she’d been so brave about it all. Fixed 
up the house. Mended things, probably. Tried to put a 
bright face on it all—and cracked only when he had been 
an absolute beast. Well, he had to win her back some 
how. And do it instantly. Because he did not believe he 
could live through a whole night during all of which 
divorce from Alice was imminent. 

It is remarkable that psychologists have not made more 
of the fact that the result of every intense emotion in an 
adult is childishness. The lover at his climactic instants 
may go so far as the use of baby talk. The outraged and 
despairing adult packs up and leaves his abode with all 
the agonized ry ad of a small child running away—or 
else, in a fit of infantile impotence, when his own 
are of insufficient strength to express his temper, blas- 
phemes, screams and throws china. 

Wally not only believed he was adult, but he also har- 
bored the thesis that he was unsentimental. None the 
less, in his devastated condition, the sight of a handker- 
chief of Alice’s lying at his feet on the lawn, shaded from 
the descending sun by a canna leaf, and dotted with 
minute spots—the result of an encounter with a deer-fly— 
reduced him to the ultimate state of contrition. There 



was blood on the little hanky. Something had hurt 
her, and she’d said nothing about it. He had been too 
brutal for such tender confidences. The hell with Sari! 
He started toward the house, bursting with pledges, a holy 
light in his eyes.... And then he stopped. Suppose she 
was already packing? Or suppose she had gone out by 
the back door? He stood with his feet planted in the 
grass—and that moment of paralysis changed the course 
of his entire life. 

LICE had not been packing. 
After Wally had stalked from the house, she sat 

down. The clashing patterns in her mental kaleidoscope 
were not unlike Wally’s. The dominant note was iden- 
tical: she was going to lose her marital partner. Alice, 
like all other women, although in these years they are 
almost professionally unwilling to admit it, depended up- 
on her man for final decisions. She would scheme, chivy, 
maneuver, threaten, hint, suggest, persuade and tempt— 
but beaten in those acts, she would surrender. Her sur- 
render was usually graceful and joyous because of her 
fundamental feeling about Wally. And here was a clear 
case where surrender was necessary—and quick surren- 
der, too. He might already have walked over to the 
Larches and borrowed a car from them. He might be 
escaping in it now. 

If he wanted to amuse himself with Sari—of what im- 
portance was it to their marriage? An inconvenience, at 
worst. Then into Alice’s mind poured the Fourth of 
July oration of Stuy Jones. She saw what she had done. 
She had made a scene. She had been a jealous wife. She 
had interfered with things that were not part of her 
rightful domain. She had been horrid. And Wally sud- 
denly appeared to be stronger and more masculine for 
his bold emprise of Mrs. Larch. He would swagger 
home with a bright scalp on his belt—not beside hers, 
because his wife was different. She rushed out on the 
veranda to tell the good news. 
Now, if Alice had opened the door quietly and a mo- 

ment earlier, she would have witnessed Wally’s beaten 
shamble toward the house. Instantly recognizing victory 
for her case as originally stated, she would have accepted 
his surrender with punitive calm, and sighed as he agreed 
never to look at another woman again. Finding him, 
however, standing in a silence so stony that he was un- 
conscious of a strand of rose-bush under his feet, Alice 
interpreted the condition not as dread, but as defiance. 

“Wally!” she said huskily. 
She ran down the steps, across the grass, and threw 

herself into his arms. Wally had been drinking the 
waters of terror until the door opened. When he saw 
her, he was reassured to the point of feeling irritable 
again. But when she threw herself in his arms, he un- 
derstood that some inexplicable form of forgiveness 
would be required of him. She had taken away his sins. 
And Wally’s earth stopped its lopsided gyrations through 
space. 

“Can you ever forgive me?” Alice whispered. 
He did not say it was his fault. He said, “Sure,” and 

waited. 
He felt her head shake against his quieted breast. “I 

should have been glad that you liked Sari. The trouble 
with all of us is that we’ve tried for so many generations 
to live by the ridiculous precept of having only one woman 
in a lifetime, that we’ve ruined our natural feeling about 
everything. If the fact that you’re faithful is what makes 
the difference in whether or not I love you—then my love 
is worth only as much as your adherence to one minor 
law. And it’s a rotten law, too. Just—-selfishness.” Still 
holding both arms around him, she commenced to propel 
Wally and his mute astonishment back toward the house. 
She felt that she was making a good speech. It had 
reason and feeling and expression. “When loving another 
woman brought all sorts of dreadful complications into 

there was some sense in forbidding it,” she went 
on. “But nowadays it doesn’t—so there isn’t any sense.” 

Wally found himself wafted into the living-room and 
seated on a divan. Alice put a pillow behind his back. 
There were large tears in her eyes. She was talking, 
giving ground, in the hope that he would say something. 

t Wally was too astonished to speak. 
So Alice continued in a manner that he afterward 

thought of as “brightly”: “I should have been the first 
person to understand it. I know you love me deeply and 

that you always will. The things you’ve gone through 
in the last ten days are more than enough evidence of 
that. But you need glamour in life. Everyone does. And 
we've been married for eight years. You know exactly 
how I kiss, and how I put my arms around you, and how I 
look in the morning, and how my perfume smells, and 
what I say about Mickey Mouse cartoons in the movies, 
and how I hold hands, and when I wash my hair. Making 
love to me isn’t exciting any more. It isn’t edventaire. 
And yet you—like everyone else—go through life with 
the feeling that love-making should be exciting and ad- 
venturous. You keep thinking that there’s very little 
other true excitement or adventure in the world. And 
you’re right. And the only reason—the only real one 
on earth—for my resentment, was that I was afraid I’d 
lose you if you went out with Sari Larch, when all the 
time I should have realized that if I tried to keep you 
from going, I'd be doing the one thing that would make 
me lose you.” 

There was still no reaction from Wally. He just stared 
at her. She took a deep breath and forced response. “You 
do love me?” 

“Yes.” 

“You don’t want to be divorced?” 
“Good God, no.” 
“Am I right? sag 

“Of course Iam. Now you're just being 
Men are much more conventional than 

women. It doesn’t seem quite decent to you now to admit 
the truth. But you’ve been making out a perfect argu- 
ment for me ever since you saw her. Suppose I had 
been the way I am now—when we came here? You'd 
have liked her, and made a date with her—and you'd have 
thought of it all as no more than a passing romance; and 
I'd have given it no thought whatever; and then we 
wouldn’t have reached the place where you went storming 
out of the house and I sat crying in the living-room.” 

Wally had been suspicious, not of Alice’s sincerity at 
the moment, but of her ability to abide by her own pro- 
gram. But as she talked, and thereby brought to light 
one by one his most secret sentiments, Wally developed a 
vision of marriage that was almost celestial. He and 
Alice would live together in deathless affection and in- 
timacy. Occasionally their serene marriage would be 
punctuated by tentative amours—amours which would 
be candidly approached, transcendentally achieved, and 
laid away in the mind and spirit as vivid memories, con- 
stant sources of inspiration, the stuff of day-dreams. 

Alice’s open forum set Wally’s mind working in anoth- 
er direction also. Her pronouncement made Sari Larch 
available; and Sari, by an occult process he did not bother 
to examine, immediately lost some of her appeal. Now 
that he was at liberty to walk over to her house and in- 
vite her to go driving, without causing rumpus or regret, 
he was less eager to do so. The whole matter could be 
postponed. But he checked over their mutual friends of 
the past eight years; and among them were several ladies, 
graceful, desirable, and perhaps amenable, who, he per- 
ceived, would have made excellent candidates for his 
rapidly expanding interest in light romance. A girl named 
Jeanette with whom he had once flirted at dinner in the 
presence of his wife. The thing had been treated as a 
joke. It hadn’t been, quite a joke. And now— 

io his abrupt and ecstatic acceptance of a new attitude 
Age marriage, however, an attitude of which he had 

dimly aware for years and one for which he had 
bela a sort of embarrassed scorn, Wally had overlooked 
exactly one half of the application of the theorem. Alice 
hadn’t—but she did not mention it. 

In other words, by the same token that had emancipated 
Wally from a love-life limited to one, Alice had been de- 
clared independent. And when, finding him moved by so 
many thoughts that he could answer only with monosylla- 
bles, Alice gave up words after murmuring, “You know 
I'm right! Let’s not talk,” Wally took her in his arms 
and said with feeling: “You are a very wonderful woman!” 

He said it without thinking that the wonderful woman 
in his arms now possessed the right to telephone him in 
his office and to say that when he came home for dinner 
she would be far away, in the company of a gentleman 
with a small reddish beard. 

But kissing her was enough. They had made up. New 
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horizons had surprisingly expanded where recently the 
sky had been dark with storm. And when they finally sat 
down to their thrice reheated dinner, it was in a spirit of 
jubilation through which no inner voices could be heard. 

Chapter Seven 

ORTER!” 
The girl’s voice rang through the chair 

car of the five o’clock for Wycherley: “Por- 
ter!” 

It was a Southern voice. It pronounced 
the word as if there were in it three sylla- 
bles, equally accented: poe, ah, and tuh. 

A summoning voice, sweet, soft, helpless, entreating; and 
only those of sensitive hearing caught beneath it the 
whine of sharp, high-speed machinery. If the porter 
didn’t come pretty soon, God help him. 

“Porter!” 
The drawl vanished. She said it correctly the third 

time. And the porter appeared with a pillow. That made 
four pillows. She sank into them. “Hot,” she said. 
“Hotter than Georgia.” She said Georgia as if it had 
two syllables—joe and ja. 

All the men in the car were looking at her. Some 
steadily, some covertly—with glances toward their wives. 
But they were all looking. 

“Poe-ah-tuh!” 
The sweating and vaguely alarmed negro bent over her. 

His face became surprised. He went away stunned. The 
men wondered what she had asked. They didn’t have 
long to wait. Claudette got service when she wanted it. 
From the club car came a waiter. On his coldly per- 

spiring tray was a glass. In it were mint and cracked 
ice. Beside it were three miniature carafes of brown 
liquid, presumably whisky. And three of them! 

She poured them on the ice, paid the check, and sank 
back, after one long draft, upon the pillows. All the 
men thought: “Four fingers at one gulp, and she didn’t 
bat an eye!”” For some of them, after that—the sissies !— 
it was easier to follow market reports and foreign crises. 

“Wycherley!” the conductor called. 
The girl rose. The porter rushed in for the last of her 

five suéde-covered suitcases. 
The men sank into their seats with disappointment—all, 

of course, save those who were getting off at Wycherley. 
They moved up around her closely. She smelled the way 
an orchid looks. And she did not seem to notice their 
involuntary nearness—which is to say, she didn’t mind it. 

Waiting for Claudette at the inelegant suburban station, 
- his feet propped up against the windshield of his beach- 
wagon, and his eyes on a copy of the Wall Street Journal 
spread across its steering-wheel, was Fred Larch. An 
older man than Wally, Stuy or Charley, he also looked 
more like a gentleman of affairs and a person of the 
wider world. 

Wally most nearly approached Fred’s type. Both men 
qrased, conservatively and in tailored clothes. Both had 
impersonal eyes, and both had behind them Eastern uni- 
versity degrees in the fine arts. 

With Stuy, Fred had in common a marginal relationship 
with some of the names that made Victorian Manhattan 
society great, but Stuy’s gangling frame and easy 
loquacity had no resemblance to Fred’s dapper person, his 
trim black mustache, or his clipped and positive speech. 

Fat little Charley Everest, the tinker’s son, and smooth 
Frederick Larch, the broker, looked far removed from 
each other—yet they had, in a way, the most similar 
tastes and interests. Selling was their god—and in ad- 
dition, they burned minimal offerings to numerous god- 
desses, ladies of the inferior classes, for the most part, 
preferably blonde, buxom and easily amused. 

Fred was reading a short article about the tin surplus 
when the five o’clock rolled into Wycherley. Sari had 
told him to go down to the station to meet Claudette 
Hinkle—a distant and unknown Southern relative whose 
mother had written to Sari’s mother, and who was comin 
for the week-end. “God only knows,” Sari had said, 
“how she located us. My mother’s a Hinkle, but that 
doesn’t mean I have to entertain every seedy kid that her 
sisters bring into daylight. Or does it?” - 

“Kid?” Fred had repeated. 
“Kid. She’s sixteen—or seventeen. I think my aunt 
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has eight children, and I don’t know just which one 
Claudette is. But she’s going to be on the train, and we 
can’t let her week-end at the station.” 

So Fred heard the train whistle without enthusiasm. 
His wife interested him little, and his wife’s relations 
less. Sari had been his boss’ secretary in 1929, and after 
a year of marriage, Fred commenced to think he had been 
confused. One was supposed to the boss’ daughter, 
not his secretary. He had once felt, of course, the force- 
ful stir of body and soul set up by Sari in the bosoms of 
all men, but Sari gave a surfeit of herself on very slight 
demand. He was still conscious of her decorative value; 
and the ease with which she made friends—among men— 
had been useful in his business: Where Sari went there 
were always people, and sometimes they became Fred’s 
customers. 

When the train stopped, Fred was thinking neither of 
his wife nor her cousin. His anticipations had not crys- 
tallized. They were such that, had he given them form, a 
scrawny girl would have been reproduced—a girl possibly 
in pigtails, who would spend the week-end throwing green 
apples on sticks, eating three pieces of blueberry pie, and 
looking frightened whenever he swore. 

He did not see anybody who fitted his undefined ex- 
pectations, not even when the porter called, “All aboard.” 
A girl had stepped off the train, a girl who could be de- 
scribed only by the word terrific: quickening calves on thin 
legs, a yellow dress, long bare arms, large brown eyes, and 
hair that floated so high on its curled ends that the top- 
most strands were horizontal—hair that would have re- 
vealed to a woman its chameleon past, hair that had been 
platinum and henna and black, perhaps, and was now 
golden pink. 

She had paused on the steps of the coach and cast upon 
the environs of the Wycherley station a look of amused 
‘scrutiny. She had screamed a few directions to the porter, 
tipped him a dime, and saluted the train as it started on. 
Other girls could have done the same things in the same 
way, but few with a tenth of the effect. 

Men lIoitered near her, hoping that she would choose 
them for assistance in the obvious dilemma of five suit- 
cases; and indeed, Claudette studied the candidates at- 
tentively. She spied Fred just as he decided to take a 
hand in the matter. So she waited for him, and he came 
forward with an assured smile, not remotely guessing that 
the gaudy little girl was a Hinkle. But she guessed. 

“You’re Fred h!” she exclaimed. “Aren’t you?” 
Such consternation came on Fred’s face that she 

thought she had made a mistake. She babbled: “At least, 
you're waiting for somebody. And if you aren't Fred 
Larch, maybe you can take me to his house? I’m his 
country cousin Claudette—and feeling right lonesome here 
in Wycherley at the moment.” 

“I’m Fred Larch,” he said. “How do you do?” 
A flush overspread the girl’s creamy skin. She laughed. 

“Oh! And now you'll think I’m a terrible flirt—asking a 
perfect stranger to take me to your house! But really 
and truly, I'm so downright confused—” 

He looked at her ——s as he picked up a pair of 
her suitcases. “We'll overlook the faux pas. And rejoice 
that a stranger didn’t find you first.” 

LLAUDETTE was delighted. She turned on him eyes 
made deliberately burning. “You're insinua a 

good deal J’ have to overlook,” she said. “But I do 
suppose cousins have rights no one else would dare be 
presuming — to use. At least, I hope they wouldn't.” 

She was talking when he brought the second load of 
suitcases to the automobile. “And still and all, speak- 
ing about being presuming, there are some people over at 
the radio station that just about take a girl's breath away. 
They don’t even ask. But I alwa ugh them away. 
That’s about the only system a l can have for pro- 
tecting herself these days. I did think some of those 
jelly-beans down my way were mighty sly and fast, but 
that was before I'd met any Yankees. 

“My! It sure is pretty hereabouts. Did you smell likker 
on my breath? I was afraid = because I got so 
downright faint on the train, I to send the porter for 
a drop of some kind of likker to bring me to—not ha 
any smelling-salts. ey a it was a kind of acciden 

le that me the job I have in the radio station in 
ew York, use I wouldn’t have won that old Dixie. 

Belle contest at all if a little old jelly-bean boy I know, 
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and the sweetest thing, hadn’t stuck up his little old head 
in the middle of the audience looking on, and made the 
funniest face, and I kind of gave a puny little strangling 
chuckle I couldn’t help, and the next morning when I read 
the papers, I found out I was the Augusta chuckling 
crooner. 

“And so I chuckled again at Memphis, and lo and be- 
hold, I was the winner overnight, with my picture in all 
the papers, and enough flowers to fill a mattress—and 
that’s not very ladylike, but that’s what the main judge of 
the radio contest said, and he was a sweet man—although 
kind of old, and I never did care much for old men be- 
cause they get tired out just when you feel that the fun’s 
beginning. . o- ‘ : 

“TI guess this turning-in place is where you live. My! It 
looks like a castle. I hope it is—but I hope you aren’t 
going to take me to a castle where nobody lives but you. 
What’s your wife like? I suppose I'll just about seem like 
the most shameless hussy she ever saw in her life, and 
you'll have to help me out, because otherwise no doubt 
she’ll think all sorts of mean things about me which 
won’t be true.” 

She didn’t pause for breath. Fred interrupted her: 
“My wife,” he said solemnly, “drinks three quarts of rye 
whisky every day, takes dope and is a nudist.” 

Claudette gasped: “You don’t say!” Then she laughed 
delightedly. ‘“That’s the funniest thing I ever heard any 
man say anywhere anytime. I'll bet she’s sweet and 
pretty as a pussy cat, and you two are just devoted, and 
I'll be so jealous of her I'll want to scream, thinking how 
happy she is with a nice sweet man like you. My! What 
a lovely house! And that’s your wife—isn’t it? She’s 
just too divine for words!” 

The car stopped. Fred said, “That’s your cousin,” to 
Claudette in noncommittal rebuke. 

Sari came across the grass with her smooth composure. 
Claudette sprang from the car. She rushed to Sari, cry- 
ing, “It’s so sweet of you!” 

Over her shoulder, Sari winked at her husband. 
Fred grinned. 
The lightning had struck Wycherley. 

T morning, which was Saturday, Stuyvesant Jones 
sat in one of the gardens of which he so often com- 

plained, with a breadboard from the kitchen on his large, 
hard knees, a yellow pad on the breadboard, a blue crayon 
in his hand, and a glass of iced coffee at his feet. 

It was ten o’clock. 
Stuy was working. What happened inside him was this: 
“The Master Stove.... The King of Stoves.... Elec- 

tro-Ease. Plug in your Cook.... The Electric Cook. ... 
The Electric Chef. . .. Electro-Chef. Pretty good. 
Now, anybody would want a stove called Electro-Chef.” 

He wrote on the pad in immense letters: “ELECTRO- 
CHEF.” He thought: “It'll give them the idea that the 
stove cooks by itself. Damn’ lie. Well—it shuts itself off. 
That’s something. And it turns itself on at the right 
time. Anyway, it is cool enough when in use. That’s 
something. Women won’t get flushed and stringy over it. 

“A really good slogan. Let’s see: ‘Let your clock do 
your cooking.... If your cook gets clocked—’ ” 
A buzzing among the flowers at his left became motile 

and darted past his ear. Stuy looked around slowly. A 
humming-bird was suspended in front of a hollyhock 
blossom. 

“Hi, theayah!” said a girl’s voice. 
Stuy’s work came to anend. He turned. 
Claudette Hinkle was hanging on the white fence, 

dressed in a blue bathing-suit, carrying a tiger lily. 
“Hello,” said Stuy pleasantly. 
“What on earth are you doing? You looked like you 

were a million miles away.” 
“Two hundred and thirty-eight thousand miles,” Stuy 

said succinctly. 
He knew who the girl was. On the night before, Sari 

had called Annabelle. “You must come over and get a 
load of my cousin Claudette,” Sari had said. “She’s 
Southern—and boy, oh boy!” Later, also on the phone, 
Annabelle had said to Alice: “Sari says her visiting cousin 
is a sketch.” 

So Stuy knew who Claudette was. Still, beneath his 
relaxed skin, below his frail and wind-fanned hair, emo- 
tion stirred. 

“I hope,” she said, “you aren’t working. Because I’m 

in the dog-house, and so I felt kind of low and lonesome, 
and I went out perambulating.” 

“Well,” said Stuy, “come in. The gate’s to the right.” 
“You dead certain sure I’m not disturbing you?” 
He nodded, put the breadboard on the grass, and picked 

up his coffee. Claudette came under an arbor and sat 
down on the glider. She looked at him and said: “I’m 
just a little bit embarrassed.” 

He eyed her calmly. “Why?” 
“Well—here I am in a blue bathing-suit sitting no- 

where near the beach with a man I don’t know at ail.” 
“Oh. That embarrasses you, does it? I hadn’t noticed 

you were in a bathing-suit.” (‘‘Now,” he thought to him- 
self, “that ought to start something.” ) 

Claudette looked first amazed anc then amused. “A 
Southern lady,” she said, “would consider that a pretty 
unflattering remark.” She laughed easily and without 
feeling. 

“Are you Southern?” Stuy asked innocently. 
“Blankton, Georgia.” Her eyes fixed upon him with 
— “Can’t you tell—by the way I talk?” 

“ oO ” 

Claudette’s smile was suddenly pleased. Perhaps this 
was, after all, attention. “You're just teasing and taunt- 
ing me.” 

His face was bland. “Not at all.” He dusted a speck 
from his trousers cuff. “I was merely surprised. You 
see—I saw you at the fence there, and I thought how 
charming you were. ThenIfound you were Southern—and 
that surprised me. I don’t like Southern girls, as a rule.” 

Claudette was dumfounded. “Don’t like little Dixie 
belles ?” 

He shook his head. “Don’t like them.” 
“Why?” She asked the question naively and with be- 

wilderment. Then she looked toward the house, and her 
face became apprehensive. Stuy glanced ever his shoul- 
der. Sheila was coming toward them. 

“Don’t be frightened,” he said. “It’s my wife. You 
hadn’t disgraced yourself, up to now. No time. Hey— 
Sheila! Commere!” 

Claudette shrugged and v atched Sheila pettishly. She 
crossed the lawn, studying the girl in the swing. She was 
wearing a robe of white terry cloth. 

“This is Claudette,” Stuy said solemnly. “Miss Hinkle, 
my wife—Sheila Jones.” 

“I’m just a plain intruder,” Claudette said rapidly. 
“Your husband was working hard, but I felt depressed. 
I live with my cousin Sari—and I just guess cousins 
weren’t made to get along at all. She went off to market 
this morning in such a huff, because of the silliest mix-up 
last night. I hadn’t been in the house before—and how 
was I expected to know which was my rightful room?” 

Stuy bit his lip. 
Sheila sat down, and the posture revealed bare legs. 
Claudette said: “Thank goodness!” 
“What for?” Sheila asked. 
“You've got on a bathing-suit too. That makes me feel 

more at home. I was thinking that I was frightful to go 
around like this half naked.” 

Sheila shook her head. “I’m not wearing a bathing- 
suit under this robe. I haven’t anything at all under it.” 

“For pity’s sake!” 
“T was on my way to take a sun-bath.” 
The Southern girl was horrified. “But suppose some- 

body saw you!” 
“Suppose they did?” Sheila’s tone was placid. She lay 

back on the grass and looked up at the girl. 
Claudette rearranged her moral code instantaneously. 

“T think it’s wonderful. In the South—” 
“People are born dressed ?”’ Stuy asked quickly. 
“Don’t be silly!” 

Gg td ogled her, and unfastened the top button of his 
shirt. “As a matter of fact, I was going to take a sun- 

bath myself.” 
Claudette rose. “I'll have to be going—” 
Stuy gestured airily. “Oh, no. No, no—” 
“Join us,” Sheila said casually. “Plenty of sun—” 
“I couldn’t, really. Though I do think it’s most inter- 

esting. Well—TI’ll be seeing you-all.” 
Stuy buttoned his shirt as the gate slammed. Sheila 

threw off her beach robe and sprawled in the sun. She 
was wearing a bathing-suit of perfectly acceptable di- 
mensions. They were both highly amused. But neither 
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of them was laughing. They exchanged a long glance. 
oe they were startled by Claudette’s voice. She was 
tanding under the arbor again. “I intended to thank 
youall for being so gracious—” She saw that the sun- 

th was not a reality. 
“April fool,” Stuy murmured in a weary tone. 
Claudette pM von An shouted: “You’re horrid! Both of 

you!” And she left. 
Some days later Stuy made the following observation 

upon the then popular topic of Miss Hinkle: “She walks 
among the flowers sprinkling vinegar.” 

But under the high ceiling of that August morning, 
Claudette “perambulated” to the beach with returning 
self-possession, and she came, by chance, upon a scene of 
great interest to her. 

Chapter Eight 

S the mild surf made itself audible amon. 
the trees, as the trees themselves open 
upon a stretch of sun-baked sand and glit- 
tering water, and as the damp curls at her 
temple nodded agreeably in the breeze that 
came with the tide, Claudette observed not 
nature, but a less noticeable phenomenon: 

There were people out there, talking. She slowed her pace 
and took pains not to step on dead leaves or dried twigs. 

On the beach, back from market, not huffy at all, and 
pearly with salt water, was her cousin Sari. With Sari 
was a very handsome man who had tangled blond hair and 
@ magnificent tan. He and Sari were sitting side by side, 
but their legs pointed in opposite directions—and the man 
was kissing Sari ardently. 

Claudette watched for quite a long time: squirrels 
around her gathered acorns; the earth rotated several 
degrees; and butterflies near ‘by lived out fractional per- 
centages of their lives. 

Claudette had many reactions. 
Her first was one of sheer ecstasy at being oy witness 

to the clandestine though daylighted exchange of kisses. 
Her second was that the man involved was very good- 
looking. Her third, that Sari, the hypocritical little i. 
was certainly jus her opinion. The fourth thought 
that flitted through the mind of the Southern belle was 
that, since there existed in Wycherley such a person as 
the man on the beach, and ce Sari patently had no 
right to him, the man should belong to herself. Fifth, 
that she better not be caught looking on. Sixth, that she 
had no intention of lea the couple to their ardent 
pursuit. Seventh, that didn’t know how to kiss a 
man even when she had one. Eighth, that Claudette had 
something on Sari more precious than a big bail-bond. 

Claudette then retraced her steps for a considerable dis- 
tance, and after once again facing the sea, she began to 
sing. The chuckling croon. She sang, “Dinah.” 

In all fairness, it must be admitted that her singing 
had something. The same quality, perhaps, as her ap- 
pearance. An irresistible ph ess. 

“Dinah” separated Sari and Wally. 
“It’s that idiot cousin of mine,” Gari said, tucking her 

hair into her a. 
Wally swore softly e caught her hand. “And you 

mean you really do?” 
Sari turned upon him her greenly shining eyes and 

nodded slowly a number of times. 
“Hello!” Claudette called gayly. 
“How is Mother’s little pest?” Sari asked. “This is Mr. 

Walpole Traves. If you call him Wally, I'll smack you.” 
Claudette laughed and then eyed Sari significantly. 

‘Tl it bet you would,” she said huskily. 
Sari thought. “She saw us before she 

began to sing. Tean’t bear 3 Y. 
Wally, whose act of rising had been ee r itself, 

in slow motion, inspected Claudette at a ily de- 
creasing range and for the first time. She pean up so 
close to him, in fact, that the backs of their hands 
touched. The interruption had not been altogether un- 
welcome. In the first flush of his new freedom, Wally 
had, it is true, lost some of the exotic elements in his 
fervor for Sari Larch, but lacking other alluring neigh- 
borhood personnel, and still suffering as a result of 
unromantic luncheon in town, he was pursuing the red- 
headed girl. He did not want to risk offending Alice by 

. New York adventure that might end in the revoking 
- rivilege. Therefore he had kissed Sari. 

ally was, indeed, host to a complex minor dilemma. 
Alice was cheerful and casual and apparently as good 
as her promise. She knew, for example, that he was at 
the moment entertaining Sari on a barren stretch of 
beach. She had said she didn’t mind, and he could not 
find anything ominous or pathetic in her tone. But he 
could not be positive—and not to be positive about Alice 
was an experience which made him queasy. So he worried 
about Alice. Sari had accepted what are convention- 
ally called his advances with equanimity. She liked to be 
kissed. She returned the attentions calmly, even warmly, 
and in kind. But she seemed to like to swim just as well. 
rd to eat waffles and maple syrup. So he worried about 

ri. 
Then there was another problem to consider. Fred 

Larch was a good-natured, offhand sort of person: but— 
suppose he got mad? In that connection Wally’s thoughts 
were = uite unpleasant. Suppose Fred “turned” like the 
proverbial worm? Suppose he got drunk and came over 
with a revolver? 

Thus, when Wally had taken Sari in his arms on the 
beach that day, the amorous gesture had been seriously 
compromised. It was, he found, pleasant, but not perfect; 
for a legion of attitudes and hazards made the business 
of kissing Sari Larch not nearly as ecstatic as he had 
imagined it would be. He was both alarmed and relieved 
by the emergence of Miss Hinkle from the bush. 
When she touched the back of his hand with her own, 

Claudette had finished her passage-at-arms with Sari. 
She lifted her heavenly dark eyes to Wally’s and said: 
“Isn’t it the loveliest day you ever saw?” 

Wally nodded. 
Sari stood up.. She was indignant and vengeful, but she 

could think of no really effective retaliation at the mo- 
ment. After a cogent glance at Claudette’s pale thin arms, 
she said: “You came down for a swim?” 

“That’s it,” Claudette answered affably. 
“Then—swim.” 
“Oh, I’m not very much of a swimmer. I just like 

to lie around in the hot sand and sunshine breathing it in 
—and maybe once in a while go out and do my puny 
side-stroking around.” 

(“At least,” Sari thought, “I can swim. And Wally’s 
a good swimmer, so he appreciates swimming.”) She 
thereupon walked to the water’s edge, stood there while 
the full beauty of her poised person registered, and then 
dashed into the water and swam far out. 

Claudette lay down, almost flopped, on the sand. Each 
flexing muscle worked on a plan that was designed to 
aggravate the attention of men. Wally sat beside her. 

“I don’t think,” Claudette said, “that these athletic 
Northern girls do themselves any good by getting all 
lumpy and bunchy. Down my way, women are sup 
to be made to look at and love, and they wouldn’t 
of becoming practically gymnasts. It spoils their figures 
—you don’t mind my saying that, do you? And it keeps 
them from having any glamour at all.” 

WaAtLtY was watching Sari, because she had swum so 
far out that he felt obliged to do so. He could not give 

undivided attention to the exquisite creature at his side. 
She was obviously being treated with an unappreciative 
callousness by Sari, and she was equally obviously unable 
to defend herself. But he temporized. After all, five 
minutes before, he had been kissing Sari. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said. “ has a good 
And she’s a fine swimmer. It’s mighty handy ee you hap- 
pen to tip over in a canoe, or something.” 

“I just love canoes,” Claudette murmured. 
have one?” 

He nodded. 
“Will you take me out?” 
He did not answer immediately. 
She filled the interlude. “I know,” she said sadly. 

“You're married. It’s always my luck. I guess I’m just 
fated to fall in love with the husbands of other women. 

“Do you 

- else I'm so ae yee that I’m too late—and there aren't 
like you | 
ally gave up life- . He looked at the long 

lashes moving delicately over t brown eyes, at the 
little arms, at the firm chin, at the strange-colored hair 
now tousled childishly on one side of her head. Here 



was freshness—the antithesis of Sari. Here was youth, 
inexperience, desire. When you kissed Sari, you felt 
almost married to her. But this girl— 
And an exultation filled him. He was free. Would it 

not be better for this gorgeous, husky-voiced child to be 
tutored in love by a man of the world, a man of experi- 
ence, than to be psychologically destroyed by some clumsy 
youth? She would love him—and get over it, because she 
was young. She would marry, some day, and be forever 
grateful for his wise and gentle sacrifice of his time and 
his attention. 
Upon her rueful statement that he was married, Wally 

therefore turned a slow, smiling expression. “I’m mar- 
ried,” he said quietly. “But suppose I still said I'd take 
you canoeing. Would you go?” 

Her face was startled—but not too startled. She sud- 
denly chuckled. “Why, you wicked man!” 

“Oh,” he said comfortably, “I’m wicked, all right. Have 
been for years.” 
Now there was pathos in her countenance. “I’m sorry.” 
“Sorry?” He was baffled. 
“That you and your wife aren’t happy together.” 
“But we are. Quite happy. Only—you see, we’ve been 

married for a long, long time; and we look upon each 
other as friends. She goes her way; I go mine. We aren’t 
jealous of each other. We believe in freedom.” 

Claudette was disappointed. She liked her love-affairs 
to be exciting—and there was no better excitement to be 
had, in her opinion, than that caused by a rabidly jealous 
wife. Half the fun of a date with a married man was 
anticipation of what his wife would say and do. How- 
ever, there was always the other half. 

She moved close to him in the sand. “I think it’s too 
wonderful for words, to live that way,” she said. “Tell 
me just how wicked are you? Because I adore wicked 
men; and if you weren’t a really, truly wicked one, I'd 
hate canoeing with you.” 

Wally, the self-made libertine, smiled indulgently. How 
little she knew whereof she spoke! How tragic an end 
those playful words might have, if they had been addressed 
to some other person than himself! 

“T think,” he said, “that the Everests are having us all 
over tonight. Bridge and ping-pong. We'll slip away.” 

“How heavenly!” Claudette murmured. 
Sari came out of the ocean, noticed that she was un- 

noticed, made an unseen face at her cousin, and flipped 
water on Wally. “Come on in, pal,” she said, panting 
evenly. “Let’s swim out to the island.” 

Wally shook his head. “Too lazy.” 
stared at him for an instant and then turned to- 

ward Claudette. The Southern girl was watching, her 
“Dixie eyes,” as in the song, “blazin’” with veiled amuse- 
ment and something like ferocity. Once again Sari thought 
that she could not bear it. And on an impulse, she sat 
down close to Wally, mussed his hair, pulled his ear, 
giggled at him, kissed his shoulder with great pretense 
of passion, and said: “Come on, you bum! Swim!” 

Wally drew himself away haughtily. 
Claudette said: “And you a married woman! I’m that 

ashamed!” 
Sari looked at her blandly. “Isn’t it time for your 

roller-skating ? your home-work ?” 
“If that’s a hint,” Claudette replied, her voice sharp and 

high, “T’m not going to take it.” 
All three of them laughed unpleasantly. 

Chapter Nine 

ARI sat in front of the round mirror on 
her vanity. The organdie dress she wore 
was a considerable triumph. It had been 
dyed to match her hair. And its stiff col- 
lar and cuffs had been selected to agree 
precisely with the dominating hue of her 
eyes. This homogeneity of person and gar- 

ment had a startling effect. The first time Stuy Jones 
had seen it, he had said: “You look, my dear, as if you 
had run.” The comment was apt enough, but inadequate. 

She sat before her mirror then, listening. In an ad- 
jacent room Claudette was clicking the lids of rouge- and 

r-pots and singing. That sweet voice and the laugh 
which punctuated it made Sari sick. “I'll fix her,” she 
thought, “if it’s the last thing I do on earth.” 

Fred came up behind her, pulling on the lapels of his 
mess jacket. He looked at her ection. “Pretty,” he 
murmured. 

“Thanks. It should be. You picked it out.” 
“The dress? Don’t—” 
“The color scheme. Me.” She turned on the low chair. 

“How do you like the visiting fireball?” 
Fred grinned. “I see you don’t.” 
“If they didn’t put you in jail for it, I'd have slipped 

Paris green into the purée tonight.” 
Fred moved a perfume-atomizer, sat on a corner of the 

vanity, and took out a cigarette-case. ‘What’s the mat- 
ter? Is she poaching on your territory?” 

“Don’t be obvious.” 
“You set the precedent, darling. What can I do for 

you? Take her out of the picture? I won’t. I don’t like 
your cousin. Here in the No-ath we have a name for 
women like that.” 
“Mmmmm.” She picked up a hair-brush and applied it 

lightly. “I didn’t suppose you would be any help.” 
“No, Ah thanks yuh-all. Why don’t you send for the 

exterminator man?” 
Neither of them noticed that Claudette had stopped 

singing. If they had, they would have been astonished. 
On the other hand, neither of them would have been 
greatly surprised had they realized that she was standing 
just outside Sari’s door on the thick hall carpet, listening 
attentively. She made a face toward her host and hostess, 
and went soundlessly downstairs to the comfortable Larch 
living-room. There she unstoppered a decanter and took 
a lusty drink of what proved to be brandy. The houseboy 
caught her at it. He was a Jap, so Claudette said lightly: 
“Smelling it. What is it?” If he had been a negro, she 
would have sworn at him. 

* , dear,” Claudette wailed. “Oh, dear. I’ve gone and 
revoked again. That’s the third time. I’m so sorry!” 

Wally laughed uncomfortably. ‘We all make mistakes.” 
Stuy winked at Alice, his partner, and led again. 
Out in the Larchs’ solarium, Sheila shouted: ‘“That’s 

game, Fred! Twenty-one to sixteen. Now who’s the 
table-tennis champion ?” 

Sari turned the radio a little higher. 
The Japanese boy brought to the bridge-table a tray of 

glasses and bottles and siphons and ice. 
Then the Everests arrived—opening the door without 

knocking. Annabelle called: “Hello, everybody!” 
She looked happy. She liked parties. 
Introductions, conversation, confusion. 
Scores of small things happened at once. A dozen mean- 

ingful looks were exchanged. 
Alice, for example, came around the bridge-table to 

Stuy’s side and murmured: “Let’s break up this game. 
Claudette can’t play. And Wally’s embarrassed. He likes 
her. She’s pretty, isn’t she? And doesn’t Annabelle look 
grand this evening? There’s something about her that 
always makes me sad—a sort of gay courage, as if she 
had to pull herself together to face things.” 

Stuy replied without looking at Alice: “There’s some- 
thing about you, my dear, that makes me feel good when- 
ever I see you. Are you always so kind about people?” 
Then Alice directed a glance at Wally, a rather alarmed 
glance. She was afraid he had overheard. 

But Wally was engaged. He had put his hand on 
Claudette’s shoulder. She had tripped and splashed her 
drink. He was, presumably, steadying her. And Claudette 
was unaware of his hand. She was viewing Charley 
Everest for the first time. Her eyes narrowed, and her 
whole person convulsed with a slight shock, as if the fat, 
cheerful little man were familiar. He wasn’t, except in 
kind. (“He looks as cute and sassy,” Claudette thought, 
= s a ae oy ang 

eila at Stuy, who was looking at Alice again. 
To Sari she said: “Well, I took your husband over.” 

Annabelle was overdressed, which is to say, she was 
underdressed. Her décolleté would have been right for 2 
ballroom, but not for a summer party. And the imitation 
ermine wrap which the Jap took from her would not have 
been correct anywhere. “I want a drink,” she said plainly, 
and with what was meant for spirit. “Evie made us late. 
He’s full of green apples. He got out of sight this after- 
noon for hours—and now he has the colly-wobbles.” 
And then Charley saw Claudette. He hadn’t heard 

about her. His pudgy, perpetually shining face broke into 
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a grin. “Sari!” he called, laughing loudly. “What is 
this?” He hurried across the room. “Where,” he said to 
the Dixie girl, “have I been all your life?” 

Claudette leveled her eyelashes and sighted along them. 
“Hah’re yuh, honey?” she said. 

Charley exploded. “Not Southern! Sari! Who is she?” 
“My cousin,” Sari said calmly. “She escaped, and we’re 

keeping her till they bring the strait-jacket.” 
e snatched Claudette’s hand and turned her around, 

looking her up and down, as if never before in his life had 
he seen such a person. Claudette obediently pirouetted. 
She was not at all embarrassed. In fact, her delight 
caused Stuy to join in the inspection. He measured her 
by squinting over his thumb, as an artist does, and then 
with both hands, in the manner of a motion-picture direc- 
tor. “Damn my pretty eyes!” Stuy said finally. 

Sari and Sheila and Fred shouted with laughter. 
The tone of that laugh annoyed Claudette. She drew 

her hand away from Charley. 
“I kiss all Sari’s cousins on sight,” he said. And he 

prepared elaborately to kiss her. 
But the Southern girl was in kittenish retreat. ‘“Good- 

ness,” she shouted, “I’m that em 7 
Stuy caught Alice’s hand and drew her aside. 

that revolted,” he whispered. 
Alice laughed. And suddenly she wondered if she would 

be able to stop laughing. It took a great deal of effort. 
“Let’s go out on the porch,” Stuy said to her, “until this 

—_ precipitates enough so that people can at least sit 
own. 
At eleven o’clock the telephone rang. Alice, Stuy, Sari 

and Fred were playing bridge. Sheila and Annabelle were 
playing ping-pong. Charley and Wally and Claudette were 
sitting together on the divan, talking. The call was for 
Annabelle. Evie’s colly-wobbles were decidedly worse. 

“Tl run over,” Annabelle said. She seemed vaguely 
provoked at her son’s illness. Charley didn’t offer to go 
with her. “Castor oil,” he called in farewell. 

They cut Sheila into the bridge-game. 
And the three people on the divan continued their 

colloquy. Claudette was enjoying herself. She was 
amused because Wally Traves so obviously disliked Char- 
ley Everest. She was amused, also, because the things 
Charley Everest said were amusing. He told jokes and 
anecdotes. He delighted himself with them. And while 
Wally writhed at their innuendo, he wore, nevertheless, a 
steady smile. The girl liked the stories, so he could appear 
to do no less. “T’ll have to get her away from this,” he 
thought frantically, “and begin teaching her what genuine 
and decent romance is.” He kept on smiling. He pon- 
dered about the date to go canoeing. 

But the chance never came. After Charley Everest 
shouted “Castor oil,” at his departing wife, he took Claud- 
ette’s arm. “That,” he said, “is a break for me. I’m now 
a bachelor. And I’m going to take you out canoeing.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t!” Claudette said. 
“She’s the guest of honor,” Wally sputtered with des- 

perate inspiration. 
Charley stood up. “Anybody object,” he said loudly, 

“if I take the guest of honor out into the night?” 
“Please do!” Sari looked up from her cards and — 

with emphasis. She saw the fury on Wally’s face. Stuy 
saw the relief on Alice’s. The thing presented itself as a 
brilliant solution for a sticky evening. Sari availed her- 
oe By it with strategic humor. “Take her far into the 
zg t!” 

Wally was purple. Sari was thinking what Alice had 
often recently thought: that Wally would come to his 
senses. 

Charley took Claudette’s arm. “Come on, babe!” 
They were gone. 
A silence fell on ioe jee. Wally stared toward the 

door. Alice had a moment in which she feared 
that her husband would follow the Southern girl and her 
escort. But he didn’t. He walked over to the bridge- 
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table, quivering. “Who’s out?” 
a. Sheila said. 

g-pong ?” 
“Sure. Let’s.” 

AS they crossed the porch, and before they came to the 
front steps, Charley put his arm around Claudette’s 

waist. 
“Don’t!” she murmured. 

ee 

He held her tighter. They started toward the Traves 
boathouse. It wasn’t far. en it came in sight, Claud- 
ette protested again, feebly. “You're a married man. And 
I’m a poor weak little girl—” 

He stopped and kissed her. It was not a timid kiss, and 
in a moment it was returned without timidity. 
“Listen—” Claudette breathed somewhat heavily. “You 

shouldn’t take advantage of my hot Southern blood. We 
can’t help ourselves, we Southerners.” 

“Good,” Charley replied. 
He led her into the shadowy boathouse. On its second 

floor was a veranda with a swing. There was no roof over 
it except the stars. It was a pretty -—. Underneath it, 
the darkened Sound, in myriad liquid ululations, made the 
first music of earth and that which may be last—the sea 
that sang before the beginning of the frantic reproduction 
of colloids which has created all of us—the sea that will 
murmur to an orange sun when life is gone until ice looks 
across its dark and sonorous surface. 

They sat down. He embraced her again. 
“Don’t,” she whispered. 
He stood up again, roughly, and roughly dragged her to 

her feet. He pushed her to the rail around the boathouse. 
He thrust her neck out over it. “Ten feet of water,” 
Charley said. His voice was unemotional except for a 
faint, contemptuous hardness. “Shall I throw you in?” 

She bit his arm. He jerked it away and hit her with his 
open hand. He picked her up. She began to cry. 

“You can’t kid me,” he said. “I know dames, and I 
know dames like you. If you want to pull an act, do it 
with saps like Wally Traves. Not with Charley Everest.” 
= ac him. “Put me down,” she whispered. 

She said: “I love masterful men.” 
Charley grunted. He didn’t kiss her any more. He 

didn’t kiss girls much, anyway. What was the sense? 

Chapter Ten 

HURCH bells came to Wally’s ears on the 
white haze of Sunday morning, and it was 
as if hammers were hitting him and his 
skull were bronze. The Sound, under the 
scalding mist, was slick as quicksilver, and 
voices carried across it also, to his bed: 
laughter and mutterings; the stutter of 

outboard motors. 
Alice appeared in his bedroom at that moment. She 

blurred into focus, and he saw that the pattern against her 
negligee was a tray. She was smiling softly, secretively, 
sympathetically. She held out a glass. 

“Drink this,” she said cheerfully. 
It was like “Through the Looking Glass.” Things there 

were labeled “Drink Me” and “Eat Me.” He took the 
tumbler, and before he removed it from the tray, it chat- 
tered against a cup for an instant. The stuff was brown 
and bitter. 

“Was it poison?” He spoke when he had stopped shud- 
dering. His voice was a hollow and useless disc 

“It was a pick-me-up. Sari sent it over. Fred takes it 
often. You got pretty drunk last night.” 

“Did I?” He made the question rhetorical. He knew 
he had been drunk. He could tell by the grimy, gasping, 
agonizing present. 

“Tt’s a hot day,” Alice continued cheerily. “Now drink 
this. It’s for your head.” 

He tried to encompass a mass of white froth, tasted 
nothing, and saw with some surprise that the foam had 
vanished. The alcohol in the pick-me-up stirred through 
him. Alice was pouring coffee. He prevented her from 
adding, by habit, three lumps of sugar. He drank it black, 
and shuddered " 

“In twenty minutes,” she said, “you can have a high- 
ball. Just one. Then you're supposed to go out doors. 
= or something.” 

She stood there, composed and lovely, looking at him. 
He could see her silhouette through her filmy clothing. 
He wanted for a moment to take her in his arms. Then 
his head so that he rocked with each heartbeat, 
and covered his face with his hands. After that, his hang- 
over relented a little. 

“Well?” he said. 



“Well what, dear?” 
“Tell me about it. What did I do? Til cue you to 

when I finished a set of ping-pong with Sheila and mixed 
myself a triple whisky and soda. After that—the mind 
reveals nothing. Nothing much,” he added with sudden 
dismay. 

“Later,” Alice said. 
“No. Now.... Look here. You've come in this morn- 

ing with an attitude that alarms me. You're acting as if I 
were very ill—or already dead. I’m not. I’m sure of that. 
Did I disgrace us forever? Do we have to move? Go 
ahead. I can stand it.” 

Pe sat on his bed and began to mix the single high- 
ball he was to be permitted. “Well,” she said, “you did 

all right. For about an hour you just had triple highballs 
—sitting watching us play bridge. Didn’t say a word. 
Then, quite abruptly and in the politest manner imagin- 
able, you asked me if I’d mind if you married Sheila.” 

“Sheila?” 
“Sheila. You picked her out of her chair and kissed 

her.” 
“Nobody socked me?” 
“Oh, no. You were much too sweet and polite. I think 

that Sheila rather liked the attention. She kissed you and 
got up and promised solemnly to marry you on Tuesday. 
You thanked her and drank for about twenty minutes 
more. Sari and Stuy and Fred and I played bridge. 
Sheila played on the piano. Then you got another idea. 
You stood up quietly and picked up a little table. You 
threw it through the front window and sat down. You 
apologized for smashing the window, but you said it was 
getting a little stuffy. Fred said you were dead right, 
and we went on playing bridge—a bit apprehensively, 
perhaps. After that—you had several ideas. You thought 
you were the Shah of Persia for a while, and that Sari was 
your favorite. You asked her to dance. Then you asked 
for the head of John the Baptist on the cocktail tray, and 
you intimated John the Baptist would look like Charley 
Everest. I forget what else. But when Charley and 
Claudette came back from their walk, you insisted that it 
was your turn to stroll with Claudette. Nobody wanted 
you to go, but she was so positive that she could take care 
of you, no matter how drunk you were, that we let you go. 
That’s all.” 

Wally stared at Alice. “All,” he repeated. “All? How 
long were we gone?” 

“About an hour and a half.” 
“Well?” 
“Well what? She came back with you. She looked as 

if she’d had a lot of trouble managing you. In fact, she 
was as disheveled as any young lady I ever saw. But you 
did come back—which is something.” 

“Then what?” 
“Then,” Alice continued calmly, “we said a pleasant 

good-night to Fred and Sari, and I steered you home and 
pushed you upstairs, and you fell on the bed. I undressed 
you and put your pajamas on you—and, assuming the eve- 
ning to be over, took the liberty of going to bed myself.” 

Wally seized his highball and drank part of it with a 
weaving motion. He did not look at Alice. Never in his 
life before had he been so drunk that his memory failed. 
Never before had he waked up to be confronted with the 
fact that he had imagined himself the Shah of Persia. 
He was so utterly crushed that his spoken viewpoint was 
sane by mere fantastic coincidence. 

“It'll be a good thing, when that little Southern girl 
goes back to New York.” 

“Yes,” said Alice. Not she, not the angels, could have 
told what she thought or felt. “Perhaps,” a voice within 
her whispered, “I don’t really think or feel much of any- 
thing. e got drunk—and that’s all there was to it.” 
But obviously, that wasn’t the whole content of her mind 
and heart on that stifling morning, as she sat at her hus- 
band’s bedside. . . . 

Sari occupied the exact position in which Wally had 
first seen her. She lay on the edge of the swimming-pool. 
She was thinking about Wally. And the church-bells and 
the motorboats and the busy voices of distant dogs ranged 
unheard through the hot film of day. Wally had obviously 
resented having Claudette taken away by Charley. His 
resentment had made him drink. And his drink made him 
quite spectacular. In the end, he had seized Claudette 
and made off with her. He had done it with a command- 

ing air—an air so commanding that both Fred and Stuy 
had been utterly unwilling to interfere. 

Sari came as near to desiring Wally, that morning, as 
she could come to genuine desire. And she came as near 
to murderous hate for Claudette as she could approach 
that emotion. “I envy her,” Sari said to herself, “so I 
hate her. I wish Wally had yanked me out into the night 
like that. He did it as if he owned the girl. As if she 
were a piece of furniture—or a suitcase. I'll be glad when 
she leaves Wycherley.” 

Then Annabelle arrived at the pool. Her voice was dry 
and vital. She had had eight hours of sleep and her regu- 
lar Te exercises. “Hello, there, Sari!” she called. 

“Hello.” 
“How are you? Been in? How’s the water?” 
“T’m sluggish. Haven’t been in. The water feels like 

a mustard plaster.” 
“T'll bet.” Annabelle hopped up buoyantly on the diving 

board. She prepared to spring. Sari prepared to duck the 
splash, by flinching internally from such inordinate vim. 
But Annabelle paused. 

“Oh. I wanted to tell you something.” 
“What?” It was a listless question. 
“Tt’s about that cousin of yours.” 
Sari snorted. “I refuse all responsibility. You can tell 

Charley for me—” 
“But Charley likes her. She wandered over this morn- 

ing. She loves kids. And I think she’s a lot of fun. I 
like to listen to her talk. She doesn’t have to broadcast on 
Saturdays and Sundays, so—” 

Sari saw it coming. Another of Annabelle’s great but 
impractical schemes. “So?” Sari repeated, no longer list- 
ess. 
“Well—” Annabelle suddenly perceived that for a reason 

quite unexpected by her, the red-headed girl was not alto- 
gether favorable to a discussion of her cousin. ‘“So—vwell 
—she likes Wycherley, and as I said, Charley and I both 
like her—and she says she can’t impose on you—and that 
she hasn’t a friend in New York or a — to go for week- 
ends—and she’s willing to help with Evie and Ella—” 

“T get it,” Sari said. “For August—” 
“Well—the August and September week-ends. She'll be 

a big help; and we can’t afford a nurse, and—” 
“How about doing that jack-knife?” Sari asked. 
Annabelle was surprised. “Why—sure!” 
Sari waited until the girl was under water. Then she 

shook her fist at the spot of entrance. “Fool!” she yelled. 
“Fool and double fool!” 

Chapter Eleven 

OMEHOW it was October. The warm air 
that swam over Wycherley smelled like ripe 
apples and burning leaves and spice, as if 
Nature, in desperate effort to preserve the 
lush produce of summer against the com- 
ing cold, had seasoned it richly. 

“The score,” Stuy said to Sheila as they 
sipped hard cider on their tiled, streamlined porch and 
watched the salmon clouds on the turquoise sky, “is 
Claudette eight, everybody else, zero.” 

“Meaning what?” 
“Meaning that she has successfully disturbed all the 

local gentlemen in one way, and all the gentlewomen in 
another. Perhaps I’m wrong. Maybe we should give one 
point each to Wally and Charley. I wonder. Do you 
recall that first party in August?” 

“Vividly,” said Sheila. 
“And Claudette’s return? After her stroll with Charley, 

she was smoothly rouged and immaculate. It suggested 
to the observant and suspicious eye a fresh and careful 
make-up. After her second perambulation—the word is 
her own—she was disarranged. I think she effected the 
state herself in order to distress our Alice.” 

“You mean she mussed herself up to annoy Alice?” 
He stared at his cider. “A mere hazarded opinion.” 
“Then she was wasting her time. I’ve talked a lot 

with Alice since then. She has become entirely convinced 
of the necessity of absolute freedom for married people. * 
Why, Wally could run off with Sari to—” 
“Bermuda ?” 
Sheila made a face at her husband. “And Alice would 

not mind. She was, naturally, a little bit disgusted at 
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Wally for getting so drunk that night. But she didn’t 
want him to go on the wagon afterward. And she’s been 
trying to get him to go off the wagon ever since. I assure 
you, she’s convert And it’s a fine thing to see as 
feminine @ person as " Alice taking as—as—” 

“—as masculine a point of view?” 
“As detached a point of view. Anyway, Stuy, you’re 

wrong—wrong about everything. What you call Claud- 
ette’s ‘score’ certainly doesn’t include us.’ 

His mobile eyebrows went up. “Really, darling? Of 
course, I can speak only for myself. But whenever I see 
Claudette, I get cruel impulses grossly out of proportion 
to anything she’s ever done to me. In fact, I’ve a burn- 
ing ambition to take the candy-haired girl into the wilder- 
ness for a long stay. It would be my purpose to bring 
her back after several years—worn, wan and beaten—the 
mother, let us say, of several children—the mate, further- 
more, of a husband who whaled her whenever she opened 
her mouth.” 

Sheila chuckled. “I’m astonished at you, Stuy,” she 
said. “I never knew that under your protruding ribs 
beat the heart of a cave-man.’ 

“No. You never knew.” 
“Why be so tragic about it?” 
Stuy dropped a cigarette on the floor, and his long 

simian arm retrieved it. “I’ve explained the emotional 
deficit Claudette has created in my life. Tolerable and 
= actual. I sublimate the thing by being amused 
at her.” 
“You shouldn’t. You should do something about it.” 
“Take her walking? Nix. She’d need years of constant 

attention for improvement. No, again.” He smiled at his 
wife and blinked. “How did you like the summer?” 

“T thought it was splendid.” 
“You weren’t on edge at any time?” 
“Never.” 
He nodded to himself. He gazed over the sunlit Sound. 

Then he said, “Look, Sheila, how does it happen that 
you’ve never had a lover ?” 

Her glass banged on the table sharply and she stood 
up. For a tentative instant there was fire in her eyes. 
Then she relaxed and laughed. “How do you know I 
haven’t? And besides—I’m busy. I have too many 
committees and organizations and enterprises. If I ever 
get the time and the opportunity, you may be sure that—” 

Stuy sighed. . 
On that same late afternoon Annabelle was filled with 

a great peace. She lived by rules, and what she super- 
imposed upon those rules seemed practical to her. Small 
ingenuities were enough. Her summer’s high point had 
been reached in the purchase of two lambs, bought to 
keep down the grass in the back yard and thus to save 
the expense of weekly mowing. 

She had been quite satisfied with her regular house- 
guest. She never failed to be amused by the Southern 
girl's accent, and though Claudette had been little help 
in caring for the children, it was a comfort to have so 
friendly a person in the house. That Claudette was 
especially friendly with eer gd did not bother Anna- 
belle. Hadn’t Sheila espoused that tenet? Hadn’t Alice 
openly accepted it when Claudette had gone walking with 
Wally? Charley had told Annabelle all about the party 
on the day following. And Sari? And Fred? Didn’t they 
live by that scheme? 

Chapter Twelve 

F, at the end of summer, Sheila was hiding 
from herself an unannounceable fact, if 
Stuy was conscious of emptiness, if Anna- 
belle was still serenely aground on insecure 
rules of conduct, if Claudette and Charley 
were wearing their companionship to the 
thin and scratched surface of cheap pseudo- 

matrimony, Sari and Fred were no less victims ef in- 
scrutable frustrations. 

“The last two months,” Sari said, as she helped him 
pack his — luggage, a en been hectic, and for 
no reason. aoe OY eae going awa It was dull 
enough before you decided to trek off to forth Carolina. 
What is it this time? Blonde or brunette?” 

“Business.” 
“Blonde business, I'll bet.” _ 

Fred smiled coldly at Sari. “Mrs. Fletcher is a fairly 
good-looking woman, at that. Forty-five, but sporting. 
The hunting will be perfect. And if we get lost from the 
others a few rods from a lodge on a rainy day—well, my 
dear, business—” 

“Are the bonds you want to sell her any good?” 
“Nope.” 

“Then you'll probably have to get caught in the rain. 
Well—” She repinned a blue shirt and yawned. “It 
doesn’t rain around here.” 

“Whose fault is that?” 
“Alice’s.” 
“Afraid of her?” 
“No. I like her.” 
Fred snapped a bag shut. “My hat! Women are 

idiotic. Well—I’m glad to be going. It’s been gummy as 
flypaper around here all summer. Nobody’s thinking 
straight and everybody goes around staring at everybody 
else. I swear on my honor that my conduct all summer 
has been impeccable—and nevertheless I feel like a cross 
between a jewel-thief and a smuggler. Why don’t you 
clear out ?” 

“T don’t know.” 
He glanced at the red-headed girl. “He’s a nice guy. 

You’re right.” He kissed her. For a moment he was 
sorry to be leaving so alluring a person as Sari. There 
was something about the poise of her head that was brave 
and wistful; something tender about her lips. Swell kid. 

He broke the kiss. “Have fun!” 

VV HETHER the general feeling of frustration at Wy- 
cherley was due to the fact that nothing much had 

happened to change the superficial ways of life, or whether 
it was due to the fact that what little had occurred had 
made psychological changes of yast dimensions—could 
have been told by no single member of the group. But 
that there was such a feeling could not be doubted. Alice 
felt it most, because she was as intuitive as Claudette, 
nearly as logical as Sheila, and more honest about herself 
than either. 

Anyway, on that October afternoon she pondered it 
detachedly. Wycherley, she reflected, was turning Wally 
into a very cranky person—a crab, a hell-raiser at home, 
a man who lived publicly with so conscious a blandness 
that the arrows behind it stuck through in plain view. 
Never a man of easy grace, he was becoming impossible. 

Alice’s companionable and innumerable efforts—efforts 
that ranged from trying to send him on a vacation to 
offering to take one herself—served no purpose, because 
he believed each suggestion camouflaged a spear. If he 
went, she would be broken-hearted. If she went, she 
would be broken-hearted. In fact, offering to Lien 
marital latitude which he could not manage to utilize, had 
unmanned him. 

He was stuck in the morass of himself. In the past two 
months, the list of things for which he had expressed 
violent ‘disapprobation had been endless. He didn’t like 
the curl at the back of Alice’s neck. He didn’t like the 
perfume she was using—and although he had given it to 
her, she didn’t dare remind him of the fact. He’d had 
an attack of hating Wall Street and big business which led 
him into violent arguments with Fred Larch and Charley 
Everest. He’d had a furious row with Sheila over the 
League of Nations. She hadn’t lost temper, but he had. 

Alice had lost ten pounds. She ste — off the bath- 
room scales after noting the fact on that October after- 
noon. She gazed into the mirror. The eyes that looked 
back at her had circles under them. They were a little 
bit bloodshot. The face was ha When she reached 
for a Turkish towel, she noti that her hand trembled. 
She knew that Wally was sitting on the ey waiting for 
dinner and thinking that things couldn't on like this 
forever. She had caught the same thought in her own 
mind. Somebody had to do something. And Wally might 
never make the attempt. Surgery was necessitated—and 
Alice summoned the surgeon’s aplomb. 
From a closet shelf she took two handsome suitcases. 

Stealthily she began to toss into them the contents of 
Sats, ons ne © See wh Ge ee 
uffy dresses. Her own person ne 5 —— wae Mpme 4 care- 
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She whispered to him. He nodded, undismayed to all ap- 
pearances, and went up for her suitcases. All the time, 
the swing had been saying for the inarticulate Wally that 
he was madder than hell and didn’t care who knew it. 
Alice eventually braced her shoulders and marched down 
the hall tow the sound. 

Wally’s way of expressing the lava inside himself was 
to ignore her presence altogether. He stared into the yard. 

Hypolito brought a shaker of cocktails. 
“Have one, dear?” 
His voice was a croak. “You know I’m on the wagon!” 
“What is it?” Alice asked Hypolito coolly. 
“Side car, ma’am.” 
It was Wally’s favorite drink. 
“Damn!” he said. “Damn that gardener! Look at the 

lawn! You’d think that a day’s work in New York would 
entitle you to a little peace. But look at that!” 

“Don’t scream!” 

whirled around. The treble had left his voice. It was, 
instead, deep and positive. “Why not? Scream?” 

He shrugged and laughed. “It’s a good release—a scream 
now and then. Maybe some day I will scream. Just look 
at that yard! Hose coiled in the middle of it like some 
foul snake. Grass untrimmed around the trees. Looks 
positively bearded—the whole damn’ lawn. Fringed. Half 
the flower-beds soaked into swamps and half dry as bone!” 

“Maybe,” she said, “it’s because some flowers need water 
and some don’t.” 

His face contracted and became whiter. “Go ahead! 
Be female! That may be true! I’m no bloody botanist! 
But suppose it is? Does that excuse the hose? My God!” 

“You’re excited,” she said, with deliberate calm. “You're 
even perspiring.” 

The swing caterwauled as he sprang from it. “Merciful 
saints and sinners! Does a man have to control his sweat- 
glands to get a meal and a bed overnight around here?” 

“If you’d only have one cocktail—” she said. He 
towered over her, preparatory to stalking away. “They’re 
your favorites.” 

An impartial judge would have called it a squeal: “Do 
you remember the last time I had a drink?” 

“You were a little drunkie, I know, but—” 
“What are you trying to do? Bait me? Have you 

finally turned against me, as well as everybody else?” 
“Tt’s not that,” she replied in a voice that contrasted 

markedly with his own. “It’s just that I’m catching the 
eight o’clock train.” 

a rose had sworn at him, Wally could have been no 
more astounded. His chin opened mechanically, wobbled, 
and closed. He thrust his hands into his trousers pockets 
because some male gesture seemed to be necessary. He 
walked a pace or two. He said, “Oh.” He walked around 
a little more. “Oh, \< 

Alice si her cocktail with lavish pleasure. ‘Don’t 
ou recall? I said I would run up to the Cape and visit 
other. And only a few days ago I told you she would 

be leaving in a week. I thought that you understood 
then that I intended to make my visit at once.” 

His face relaxed. It relaxed and then relaxed again. 
“Oh, yes,” Wally muttered. “Your mother’s. It had 

slipped my mind. How is she, anyway? You know— 
we should have had her down here.” 

Ali¢e had wanted her mother for a visit. But she 
hadn’t considered inviting her after the first few days at 
Wycherley. 

‘Matter of fact,” Wally continued, “she’d have done us 
both good. She’s mature and restful. Sweet person. And 
I’ve been on edge lately.” 

“It was the heat,” Alice murmured. 
He pursed his lips as if he were going to whistle. “I 

sup) it was. The heat. Gloriously cool now, though. 
An . You know, I’ve been probably a bit sunstruck. 
Sitting all week-end out there in it.” He ruminated. 
“Matter of fact, I was just thinking how testy it made me, 
when you tripped down the stairs.” 

She felt rise inside herself. And then mirth. She 
looked away from him. When she looked back again, he 
had picked up the cocktail shaker. “Can’t let you run off 
like this without a ceremonial drink.” 

“Oh,” she said. “I’m so glad!” 
He ed. His old grin. “I’ve been something of a 

beezark around here. Well—health to your mother!” 
They 

(“My God,” she thought, “he’s all right again! He really 
it was the heat! d I’ve maneuvered it! I did 

it. Maybe I had to use a rest from me, to cure him. 
Maybe I'll find that I’ve had to include Sari and Claudette 
in my scheme. And the prospect of being rid of me is 
what really set him up.” ) 

Suddenly, after feeling by turns angry and amused and 
surprised, Alice wanted to cry. And she did cry—which 
was the last thing on earth she had intended to do. She 
didn’t sob—but unmistakable tears ran down her cheeks. 

Wally patted her on the back. “You poor kid! The 
heat’s been hard on you, too. A little stretch on the Cape 
will do wonders with you.” 

Her mind filled with the idea that her husband wanted 
her to go. And since her experiment with him in the 
matter of departure had been deliberate, she now revoked 
her plans, tentatively, but with equal deliberateness. To do 
it made her feel ashamed, but she couldn’t stop herself: “I 
guess maybe it was the heat that made me difficult. But 
it’s cooler now, so there really isn’t any need of my going 
to Mother’s.” 

He put down his cocktail glass. He turned his back on 
her. By the way he hunched his shoulders, by the color of 
the back of his neck, by the manner in which he stiffly 
stretched out his fingers, and by other indefinable minutiz 
of his attitude, she knew that her rescinded intent had re- 
turned him to his original state. He wanted her to go! 
And as soon as he thought that she was not going, he 
dropped like a rock into his angry doldrums. 

She persisted: “I was packed. But I suppose I could 
unpack.” She wanted to hear him say it, to make him 
turn around and command her to leave. Then she could 
nurse her wounded feelings beside the blank beaches on 
the Cape with full assurance that she was a martyr. That 
fact wer te J came home to Alice, for she was a person 
of considerable integrity. She felt better at once. The 
hell with it! If life was to become an abomination just 
because your husband wanted to take another girl in his 
arms, then life was a pretty wretched little business. 

She said to his congealed back: “However, I haven’t any 
intention of staying home. I want to see Mother, and I 
love the Cape. And you won’t miss me too much, will 
you? Matter of fact, it’ll be good for us to have a little 
rest from each other.” 

Wally was groggy, but he rallied. He picked up his 
drink, gulped it, and poured another. The interval con- 
sumed, and the ease of the gesture, restored him further. 
“Miss you like the deuce,” he said. 

She smiled radiantly at him. She thought she had 
licked the situation at last. It was the fact that she had 
made a molehill into a mountain that had ruined the 
whole summer. When she reached the Cape, she just 
wouldn’t think about Wally at all—at least, not about 
Wally and Claudette or Sari. “I'll stay a week. Since I’m 
going at all, it wouldn’t do to make a shorter visit. Come 
on! I feel happy for the first time in ages! Let’s have an- 
other cocktail!” 

They clinked their silver cups. They went in to dinner. 
They were very fond and friendly and excited. Wally, in 
fact, was fairly atremble with the gayety of the moment. 
He said more pleasant things during that rather hurried 
meal than he had said altogether since the end of July. 

Alice weakened again as the train pounded into the 
station. But she covered her anxiety with a bustle over 
tickets and a search for the proper Pullman. She stepped 
up on the — yellow stool, kissed Wally hard on the 
mouth, and did her real weeping behind the green curtain 
marked “Ladies” as the New Haven train banged through 
stony cuts and roared over brown salt marshes. 

Chapter Thirteen 

ALLY felt like vaulting over the banister 
instead of walking up the steps. He could 
see Annabelle inside, sitting before a fire, 

zi reading from a book to Evie and Ella. The 
 -— book had gaudy pictures in it, and large 
Wwe black capital letters. As he stood there, a 

freight-train whistled nostalgically in the 
distance, and he thought for an instant of Alice. Already 
gliding into Bridgeport, she was doubtless deep in an 
article in Harper’s—which he had had the genial foresight 
to detour into Wycherley to buy. 
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No in the ye gd — had heard his car stop. 
That been pale to saunter up on 
their porch an co ar ae oe ow about a drink 

He had imagined for an attractive bachelor pro-tem?” 
just how Claudette’s head would lift, and how her eyes 
would focus on him, when he said those words. But 
Claudette wasn’t visible. Just Annabelle and the children. 
And the book. He remembered books like that—with rab- 
bits and bears dressed in clothes. O is for Owl. Z is for 
Zebra. K is for Kid, the goat’s baby. It was wonderful. 
And Annabelle looked quite pretty in the firelight. 

He became conscious of voices in the nether distance, 
not as streams of audible words but as staccato whispers 
and disjointed murmurs. He remembered a pergola. She 
was there, then—with Charley. What of it? He’d snatch 
her right from under Charley’s nose. 
He started across the soft lawn. One of the lambs 

baa-ed. The pergola became a silhouette against the 
starry evening sky. And Wally stopped. For the voices, 
now unobstructed by foliage, came clearly to his ears. 

“Not again,” Claudette said softly. “Not now. Oh, 
Charley, you are marvelous.” 

Charley’s laughter floated across the aromatic night, 
and there was a pause in which, denying her sensuous 
denial, he kissed the girl again. Wally heard the be- 
ginning and the ending of the kiss. 
“Why don’t we just give in and go off some place?” the 

girl whispered. 
ad should we?” Again the laugh—insolent, vulgar, 

snide. 
Wally crept away until he was distant enough for 

stomping. He caught sight of Annabelle again, and he 
whispered to himself: “The fool! The pitiable fool—to sit 
there reading to her children! It’s because she’s so plain, 
so sexless.” 

He slammed the door of his car. 

HE blue-stone in his driveway spattered as he came 
to a stop. If Alice could have seen him, she would 

have been frightened. Her sacrifice was apparently acting 
as no remedy. 
He Fm | into his living-room. Hypolito was standing 

in its middle, looking at the phonograph as if it were a 
magical contrivance which could be worshiped into the 
production of djinn. 

“Get me a whisky!” 
Hypolito usually asked politely: “Light, medium, or 

heavy?” But now he didn’t ask. He nodded and went into 
the ining-room. The bottle gurgled several times. 

Wally felt better after he had finished the drink. He 
felt better because he felt more desperate, and an increase 
of that mood would result surely in some form of action. 
Action was vital. He found himself thinking of going 
to New York. He called for a second whis When 
Hypolito brought it, he said suddenly, “What do you think 
about the people here?’ “ 

“Very nice,” said Hypolito. 
“Mm.” 

“Bachelor now?” Hypolito smiled remotely, but pleas- 
antly. “Everybody go away. Jones gone with 
mother. Mr. Larch gone for two weeks. I think—people 
nice—people mostly away.” 

Wally was startled. “Mr. Larch has gone away for 
Oo ad 

“Left tonight. Japanese houseboy told me.” 
“Mrs, Larch at home, yes,” said the Larchs’ Jap. 
Sari came downstairs, mildly surprised. “It’s you, is 

it? Where’s Alice?” : 
“Went to her mother’s.” He smiled nervously, and his 

lacked the luxury he had originally prescribed for 
“So—I’m a bachelor for a week.” 

“Well!” said Sari. She thought that a dark summer 
would now have a silver lining. “When did Alice leave?” 

“On the eight o’clock.” 
She sat down. “Seen Claudette today?” 
He looked acutely at her. She wanted to know if he 

had called on Claudette first. Just like a woman. He was 
glad, now, that he had not registered his presence, even 
with Annabelle. He shook his head. “Nope. I went 
moodily to my home and found it empty. I had a couple 
of highballs, and then got up the courage to intrude on 
your similar estate.” 

“Similar estate?” . . . She called: 
and soda.” 

“Oh, Sam! Scotch 

“Widowhood.” 
She laughed. “You're funny. Did it take so much 

co ? One day—ever so long ago—I thought that you 
had p. enty of courage. But since then—lI’ve been disap- 
pointed.” 

Wally chose a chair at some distance from her and 
sat down in it. By taking the initiative, she made him 
feel childish. By reminding him that his original passion 
for her had petered out in numb avoidances, she made 
him feel ridiculous. But most of all, she made him uncom- 
fortable by an assumption in her eyes and gestures that 
now they had finished absurd preliminaries, all barricades 
were down, Fred and Alice were away, and the obvious 
thing to do was to settle at once into tepid intimacies. 
Kin been sick,” Wally found himself saying. 
ty ic - 

“Sun. Got a touch of it early in the summer. Should 
have kept out of it afterward. But I didn’t. The result 
was that all summer I’ve been suffering from a sort of 
low-grade sunstroke. Just found out about it teday, from 
my doctor. I’m all over it now—but he recognized the 
symptoms.” Wally saw that she was regarding him with 
new eyes—eyes understanding and humid. So he laughed 
with the nonchalance of a man who will not be reduced by 
a and disaster. “T’ll have to apologize to everybody in 

ycherley for my behavior. But I was a sick man.’ 
Sam came with a tray. Sari mixed drinks. “You're 

sure it’s all right for you to have one?” 
“Any number! I’m in the pink now. Good constitu- 

tion. Recuperate fast. The doctor just said I could thank 
my lucky stars—and to watch out next year.” 
_— lifted her glass. ‘Well then—here’s to us!” 
6 ‘oO us.” 

An hour later Sari found herself distinctly puzzled. She 
had dismissed Sam for the — They were alone. 
He sat there, sun-tanned and h ome, in white trousers 
and a buff tweed coat. Outside, the moon shone, and the 
air was cool enough to make bright interiors inviting. 
But he hadn’t moved from his chair. Sari enjoyed being 
loved a little less than many of her ardent sisters, but 
she did not enjo joy love withheld, when nature and circum- 
stance combined to make it seemingly inevitable. He 
just sat—and talked and talked. She waited until he 
paused. 

Then she yawned slightly, chuckled, and said: “Serry. 
Country life.” 

Wally blushed. “I guess I’m boring you.” 
“Nonsense. But come over here and sit beside me. 

You used to like me. You’re wifeless—and all I have at 
my disposal is time.” 

He astonished himself by shaking his head. He dum- 
founded himself by looking at his watch. “Not if you’re 
sleepy,” he said. “I'll be tagging along.” 

Sari was furious with herself for having yawned. And 
Wally was frantic, abruptly, because he had not gone to 
sit beside her. He didn’t understand his difficulty. And 
it was not a simple one. Partly, it was Claudette. Sari 
had been second choice for the exercise of his freedom. 
But more than that, it was that Wally felt freedom should 
carry with it glamour and romance and novelty and vast 
excitement. The reason, his inward self would have said, 
that you look fondly upon another woman than your wife, 
is that you expect her to lend to love an ineffable fresh- 
ness. And this, all this, was too matter-of-fact, too un- 
romantic, too domestic. 

SA said, to his announcement of imminent departure: 
“I won’t let you go.” 

He laughed uneasily. “That’s polite—but not the truth. 
You’re tired.” 

She sighed and tried another tack. “Oh, dear! I was 
thrilled when you said you were a bachelor. I thought 
that you were in my power at last. You know, I’ve been 
making eyes at you since the day I saw you. And I had 
re planned. You’re extraordinarily virtuous, Mr. 

ves.” 
Embarrassed, displeased, dizzy, Wally began an absurd 

investigation of his resistance to sex-appeal. It gave 
Sari a clue. 

“I am virtuous,” he said asininely. “My virtue resists 
everything but Mexican dancers with blue eyes who break 
into my suites in Euro palaces that have been turned 
into hotels because of the depression. Then, and only 
then, is my resistance low.” 
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From that travesty, Sari had a glimmering. Wally 
wanted his indiscretions to be decorative. This house 
wouldn’t do. She felt listless about the whole thing for 
a@ moment; and then, recalling her desire to flout and frus- 
trate Claudette, she abandoned her scheme for comfort- 
able romance. Wally had said, without realizing it, that 
Wycherley was not the proper spot for an amour. He 
wanted to go places and do things. 

“Do you have to work tomorrow?” she asked. 
“Not absolutely.” 
“Let’s you and I cause a scandal.” 
Wally, thinking he had hopelessly defeated his cher- 

ished sinister purposes, revived somewhat. “You couldn’t 
scandalize this community. It’s been tried.” 

“Yes, you can. I did it once. All you have to do is 
run away with somebody you’re not married to.” 

He knew about Sari and Stuy Jones and the tickets to 
Bermuda. It was a factor which added to the dim jaun- 
dice with which he regarded Sari at times; and it also, 
aradoxically, filled him with jealousy. Now she was 
iterally offering to go away with him for a week-end. 
The fact that she was offering, abolished his imaginings 
of a few moments before. (“Pushing me around,” he 
thought. “Women are always pushing you around.”) 

“It’s a swell idea,” Sari continued. Suddenly she got 
up and walked across the room. She sat down deliberate- 
ly in his lap. She put both her arms around him. She 
kissed his neck and pressed herself against him. “We'll 

ck right now and start driving. We'll go down on the 
ersey coast. I know a lovely place. My—my family 

used to go there. It'll be warm. There’s a marvelous 
hotel. Elegant music—” 

“And house detectives—” 
a no house detectives. Well?” 

“Afraid?” 
He was, suddenly, frightened witless. He said: “Non- 

sense!” 
“Of course, if you think Alice would—” 
= has Alice got to do with it?” It was a brave 

She jumped to her feet. She could see his courage ooz- 
ing away—or perhaps see a dismal absence of courage. 
She made a triple Scotch and soda. She handed it to him. 
He drank it all at once. And as he swallowed, the cumu- 
lative effect of the drinks he had had, fortified by the final 
draft, suddenly set the world aright. What, he thought, 
had been the matter with him? MHere he was, free for 
the first time since his marriage, with a beautiful, so- 
ae woman, who was begging to go away with him. 

e was on his lap again. 
“Tll go home,” he said, “and come back in a quarter of 

an hour.” 
“Can I depend on that?” 
“Absolutely. Now.” He gave her a violent and pro- 

longed kiss. 
“We'll kick loose a couple of stars,” he said at mad ran- 

om. 
And then he was gone—the lover awakened at last. 

a packed happily enough. She sang as she filled her 
suitcase. But she kept careful mental check on the 

objects which went into that suitcase. She didn’t want 
to find herself in a strange hotel without such emergency 
necessities as nail-polish remover and hairpins and a host 
of other technical impedimenta. 

Wally spun his car back to his residence. Hypolito was 
still up. He was reading a cook-book, in the kitchen. 
“T’ve been called away,” Wally said to his servant. And 
then he winked. Instantly he regretted that. Vulgar. 
“Let’s pack.” 

While he packed, with Hypolito’s assistance, he felt 
called upon to play the upstairs radio as loudly as its tubes 
would permit. e also sang, in accompaniment to the 
music. From his wardrobe he took only those garments 
which had newness and dash: an extra-broad-brimmed 
Fedora hat; dress shirts with collars that matched the 
trivial patterns on their bosoms. Things he had bought 
in jaunty moments and never quite dared to wear. A pair 
of slacks a shade too pearly, and a muffler to be worn 
‘instead of a shirt in the morning. Orange silk pajamas. 
He considered them for a long time, and Hypolito observed 
that tation with interest. Orange silk. He wondered 
what color her pajamas would be. 

He was impatient to be finished, to be setting out from 
Sari’s house. Hypolito was responsible for the presence 
in his luggage of a razor, bedroom slippers, hair tonic and, 
finally, a bottle of whisky. The latter was placed in a 
suitcase while they were en route through the living- 
room. Altogether, Wally started for his first affaire in 
the mood of a college boy leaving the frowning domicile 
of his parents for the golden haze of old Siwash. He 
practically gave the college cheer when he waved good-by 
to Hypolito. 
Nobody answered Sari’s door when he knocked. So he 

walked in. The screen slammed behind him. He had a 
hideous feeling that perhaps Fred had come back unex- 
pectedly. 

Then Sari called over the banister: “You certainly 
were quick. Come on up!” 

He went, with a reluctance he did not quite understand. 
Sari was in a negligée. She wrapped her arms around 
him. “I’m excited!” 

“Are you?” 
“Aren’t you?” 
“Sure. Hurry up. Can I help?” 
“No,” she said. “No.” She let go of him. She went 

into her room again. (“Well,” she thought, “I'll just 
have to postpone my quaking desire until we’re out of 
bounds.” She caught sight of herself in a full-length 
mirror. She smiled ruefully. “If I were a man,” she 
whispered, “I’m sure I couldn’t resist myself. He’s cer- 
tainly a funny bird. And he better be a good lover—since 
he’s such a stingy one.’’) 

He was having another drink in the living-room when 
she came down. She was wearing a suit. Alice had worn 
a suit that evening. Suits made women look very efficient 
and impersonal. “Let’s go, Romeo,” Sari said. She said 
it with a little edge, because she was still disappointed in 
him. And he felt the edge, so he wished to himself that 
she had not called him Romeo. Vulgar word. Besides, 
Romeo was the name of Alice’s cocker spaniel. 

They drove away. 

Y the time they reached New York City, it was cold. 
The streets were deserted. As he drove down Park 

Avenue, tense, fatigued, chilled, and devitalized by the 
disappearance of the effect of his drinks, he saw from the 
= in the New York Central Building that it was three 

teen. 
They stopped briefly in an all-night cafeteria for coffee 

and sandwiches before they entered the Holland Tunnel. 
Sari clung to his arm. When he drove again, she sat close 
to him. She kept herself swathed to the eyes in a steamer 
rug. At her suggestion, they hadn’t talked much, all the 
way from Wycherley. 

The awesome Pulaski Skyway over the Jersey sloughs 
lifted the car into the air, where it floated along between 
thundering trucks, almost guiding itself; and Wally, star- 
ing from behind the wheel, felt that he was inanimate 
flotsam in some else’s dream. From time to time he 
glanced at Sari to sure he was actually taking her on 
this fantastic and fateful adventure. Once, somewhere in 
Connecticut, Sari offered to drive, and, though the silence 
— them couldn’t be increased, her offer had deep- 
ened it. 

By the time the causeway had become a string of golden 
beads occasionally visible behind them, by the time the 
cafeteria coffee had passed from gastronomic memory and 
cold had replaced it, by the time Wally was beginning to 
rake his mind for any excuse, however fantastic, for turn- 
ing back, by the time he doubted that he would be able 
to respond at all to the new terrifying rem ts of Sari’s 
amorousness, by the time that the last blackness of night 
had fallen as an emphasis of approaching dawn—Sari, 
familiar with the difficult moods of errant husbands, re- 
alized that her companion was a Tartar, and that drastic 
measures would be needed not to make the escapade fes- 
tive, but to keep it from being a major debacle. 

She stirred from her feline lethargy beneath the steam- 
er-rug. 

“If we only had a drink!” she said. 
The instant grind of brakes was Wally’s answer. Drink! 

He had forgotten the solace, the stimulation, the courage 
and the recklessness corked up in glass bottles. They 
pulled up under a tree, and he dived into the luggage. 
He had a-drink. And another. And another. 

And presently they drove on. Now the night was again 
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romantic. He put one arm around her. He greeted the 
id dawn with enthusiasm. He stopped the car at 
uent intervals. He shouted when they first saw the 

sea. He sang. He called her endearing names. And 
when the hotel hove into view—a rambling wooden mon- 
strosity—-Wally was exceedingly drunk. And Sari was 
too exhausted to care. 

But effort and attention were necessary. A sleepy bell- 
boy took their bags. A grinning clerk turned the register 
to Wally, and he used three lines for the scrawling of 
“Mr. and Mrs. William Wallace Traprock, Caledonia, New 
Mexico.” He was amused by that. 

HE middle name would account for the fact that Sari 
called him “Wally.” The Traprock was a fictional 

character popular during his undergraduate days. The 
initials matched those on his luggage, and the city of 
Caledonia in the distant State of New Mexico was mere 
topspin. 

The hotel was heavy with a thousand anonymous sleeps. 
They trod through it—up stairs and down corridors which 
resented the creeping bars of sunlight—in the wake of 
the bellboy. They were shown into a room. It had fig- 
ured wall paper of an insectivorous pattern, and neat met- 
al furniture painted to imitate mahogany and set on gray 
earpet. From its windows, hung with Venetian blinds, the 
ocean could be observed. 

“I want,” Wally said thickly to the bellboy, “a quart 
of whisky.” 

“Sorry, sir, but—” 
Wally held out a ten-dollar bill. The boy came back a 

moment later with the liquor. Sari had taken off her 
wraps and was busy in front of the dressing-table. 

The boy departed. 
Wally poured a half tumbler of whisky into a glass he 

had taken from a rack in the bathroom. He drank it. 
Then, for the first time, he and Sari regarded each other. 
He could see her only indistinctly—a swimming, swing- 
ing, vivid spot of color. Whisky and exhaustion were get- 
ting the best of him. She swam before his eyes like a 
goldfish. 

She saw him clearly: His disheveled hair, the stubble of 
beard that had pushed up on his face, his vague eyes and 
uncertain smile, his wabbling knees, the dark spot on his 
suit made by dribbled drink, the crooked necktie. 

Without any warning, she started to cry. 
This was to have been the immortal hour, the ecstatic 

hour, the hour of tender advances, the hour when Wally 
broke out the orange pajamas. Instead, it was the hour 
when two very tired and nervous people, one extraordina- 
rily drunk, faced the fact that the proper conduct of im- 
proper conduct would be to stay awake and make love. 
Sari had stern stuff in her. She sniffed her tears out of 
existence while Wally merely tottered in one spot. She 
poured herself an unwanted drink and gulped it. She 
pulled down the blinds so that day was driven into retreat. 
She snapped on the night light. She sat down on the bed. 

Wally, who had been watching her oafishly, now started 
toward her. He stumbled and fell flat on the floor. He 
didn’t know he was falling. He didn’t feel the shock. He 
merely perceived with mild surprise that the floor rushed 
up into his face; and a moment later, with equally mod- 
erate astonishment, he observed that he was peering at the 
ceiling. Sari’s face moved along the ceiling. Her voice 
said: “Get up!” 

But Wally didn’t; he couldn’t. He tried; he bent his 
legs and arms under himself and pushed. His body was 
leaden. He saw Sari tugging at his limbs, and noted that 
tears were running down her cheeks, but it was all to no 
purpose. A reformer would have said that Wally was dis- 
gustingly, helplessly drunk. A psychiatrist would have 
said that he was using alcohol to keep himself from mor- 
tal sin. But all Sari said was unanalytical and profane. 

Finally she gave up resuscitative measures, un 
and went to bed. 

Wars snores rose regularly from the floor. And the 
bell-boy, who put his ear to the door anticipatorily a 

few minutes later, stared pop-eyed at the panels. The 
thought ran through his mind that there was probably 
such a place as*Caledonia, New Mexico, after all... . 

At noon Wally was still snoring, still lying on the floor. 
His whiskers were longer, and his face was very pale. 
He had been perspiring profusely. There were wrinkles 

od ’ 

in his coat-sleeves and trouser-legs which resembled relief 
maps of eroded areas. woke up. Even before she 
opened her eyes or inspected her mind, she knew that this 
day was freighted with dissatisfaction. Her head ached; 
her legs ached; she was dimly sick at her stomach. The 
memories that oriented her were all unpleasant. She 
turned in her bed to look at Wally. She made only, it 
may be said to her credit, a face. She got up. 

Half an hour later, wan but self-contained, she was 
breakfasting in the hotel dining-room. One or two men 
tried to pick her up, but she appeared not to have no- 
ticed their efforts. 
When she had finished orange juice, toast and coffee, 

she went upstairs again. She unlocked the room. Wally 
still slept, quietly now. She put on a bathing-suit. She 
rang for the bell-boy and intercepted him in the hall. 
“My husband,” she said competently, “is passed out on 

the floor. I couldn’t get him to bed. He does it often. 
Here’s a dollar. If he doesn’t ring for you in an hour, 
wake him up. I expect you'll have to. When you wake 
him, have coffee and bromo-seltzer and a stiff shot of rye 
ready ona tray. Make him drink a couple of highballs and 
try to get him to eat some eggs ore you send him 
down to me. I'll be on the beach. If he appears in good 
shape, I'll give you five bucks more.” 

Reasonably soon, Wally appeared—but in bad shape. 
He came across the sand in the mid-afternoon sunshine, 

walking carefully, as if he were balancing an invisible 
tray on his head. He was under the impression that he 
was tiptoeing—because he wanted to steal up on her. He 
had put on clean clothes and shaved. But he had cut his 
face: it was, in fact, littered with crimson lines and nicks. 

“Hello, Sari,” he said somberly. 
She smiled at him. ‘You know,” she said, turning over 

and peering up at him, “we shouldn’t have tried to drive 
all the way here last night. You were all in. I let you 
sleep, after that darned bathroom step threw you down 
and banged your head.” 

WAS drunk.” One or two of the neighbering sun- 
bathers overheard the hollow confession and grinned. 

“Sit down,” said Sari. 
He sat. 
“How do you feel?” 
“Awful.” 

“Did you take the prescriptions I ordered?” 
He shuddered. “I couldn’t take anything.” 
“Well!” She smiled at him. “ here, William Wal- 

lace Traprock, you’ve got to pull yourself tegether. It’s 
about three-thirty now. And I'll give you till seven. You 
better start all over. Because you have a large evening 
in prospect! A nap, another bath, a big dinner, dancing. 
And this time I'll keep you sober, because I don’t offer my 
all just to have it rejected through accidental drunken- 
ness.” 

His glazed eyes rested moodily on her. His laugh came 
from dismal and remote places beyond the aching caverns 
of his body. 

“T’m sorry, Sari. I’m just a dud, that’s all.” 
“IT should say you are!” 
Those words brought life to the person of Wally Traves. 

They hurt. His pride, which had been lying in lavender 
for many hours, came into fashion again. And what his 
confused sensibilities called manhood, asserted itself. 
There wasn’t a woman on earth worth dragging yourself 
across three States for. And she'd let him lie all ht 
on the floor, as if he were a tramp. It was shameful— 
ro Never had he been farther from wanting love. 

e! 
He stared over the sea and recalled Alice’s solicitude 

on the morning of his other great hang-over. And here, 
in contrast, was a woman bent on pushing him past the 
limits of physical tolerance and strength, merely to sat- 
isfy her unnatural impulses. Tears filled his eyes, tears 
of self-pity, tears of mourning for the absent Alice—who 
might be forever lost because of this woman’s ill-gotten 
passion. 

And Sari said: “Boy, you sure have a peach!” 
The pride turned to sadness became pride once more. 

At least, having played the fool, hav sacrificed every- 
thing to this tasteless woman, he could take defeat with 
dignity. 

He rocked even as he tried to make his level. “Un- 
fortunately,” he began, “I shall have to depart.” 



“Hunh baad 

“T have business to attend to.” 
“Tt’s Sunday.” 
“I’m aware that it is Sunday. My business is in New 

York and on Sunday.” 
“You couldn’t get there before eight, I'll bet.” 
“The appointment was for nine.” 
She trickled a handful of sand onto her round tanned 

arm. “Do you honestly think you'll be fit to talk to any- 
body about anything tonight at nine? Quite apart from 
the fact that you’re lying. Because you won’t. Not un- 
less I fix you up, you won’t. You look like hell.” 

“I didn’t expect,” Wally replied, his tone frosty and 
rusted with the stuff of disuse, “that you would believe 
me.” 

“That’s better. Look here, Wally: I like you. I’m not 
sore because you got cock-eyed. And if you do what I 
say, we can still have an elegant week-end. I’m crazy 
about you, really. And—’” 

Suddenly, with the magnificence of post-alcoholic in- 
spiration, he understood their relationship. He was, com- 
_ aratively and in point of wisdom, far older than she. 

is attitude toward her from the first should have been 
that of a grandfather to a willful child. He reached out 
and patted her head. 

“Our friends,” he said with nobility, “will always think 
the worst of us. We sha’n’t try to correct their ugly 
minds. And really, my dear, I’ve enjoyed our little es- 
capade immensely!” 

“One of us,” said Sari, “has gone crazy.’ 
“And now, my dear,” Wally continued, “good-by.” 
“For God’s sake, go up to the room and have a drink.” 
“T’ll make arrangements,” he mumbled. 
He walked away. At the desk he inquired about 

trains. There was one in fifteen minutes. 
“My wife,” he said, “will keep the car—pro tem. Tell 

her I’ve left.” 
He ordered a boy to pack his things and bring them 

down. He sat in the lobby, staring at the door in fear that 
Sari would come from the beach, until an eternity had 

. Then he wabbled from the hotel behind his bags, 
and they drove him to the train. 

On the train, he floundered into a seat in the men’s 
room; and there, sick, weak, purposeless, he watched New 
Jersey until the cars dropped into the Tube 

spent Sunday night in a Turkish bath. Waking, on 
} Monday morning, alive and conscious, but still a very 
ill man, he began to be tortured. He telephoned to Sari. 
She was still at the hotel. She was relieved by his call. 
“Come on back down,” she said. “It’s marvelous here. 
I’ve met some amusing people, and I’m going to stay till 
Wednesday. I was afraid you had died. They told me 
that when they poured you onto the train, you were as 

n as the Irish flag. 
“Look,” he said weakly into the phone, “everybody at 

Wycherley will know we went away together.” 
“So what?” 
“Well—I don’t know if you’ll understand, but would you 

mind if you just let people go on thinking that? I mean 
to say—I’m not going to show up in Wycherley till you 
do. Then—” 

Sari laughed. “I see. You want them to think our 
honeymoon was perfect. What are you going to do be- 
tween now and Wednesday? Why not come back and 
make it perfect? I have a forgiving nature.” 

“T’m too sick,” he said feebly. “That liquor must have 
been poisoned.” 

She laughed agam. “All right, darling. I tell you what 
to do: Meet me Wednesday for lunch at the Ambassador. 
I'll drive you out. We'll take your luggage, and so on, 
and then nobody will ever know that you aren’t a cross 
between Byron and Tarzan.” 
He was too grateful to object. He murmured, “Thanks,” 

and hung up. But that wasn’t the end of his torment. 
Sober, he had realized that his adventure in Jersey simply 
could not be made public. Even Alice would have laughed 
at it. However, now that Sari had agreed to conceal the 
facts, he still had forty-eight hours to waste, in places 
in New York where he would not be recognized, or meet 
a friend. . 

So he moved from the Turkish bath to a run-down hotel 
far uptown, and spent two days in cheap motion-picture 
houses, feeling as dead as Dillinger. 

Chapter Fourteen 

Ceeeee, EHIND Alice were the dunes. In front of 
Sa 2S soher was the sea, over her a blue sky. The 

soundless shadows of enormous white 
clouds sailed slowly along the reedy sand- 
hills. A salty wind blew across the water, 
urging forward an evenly spaced and corus- 
cant surf. 

In this universe of primary colors and primitive sounds 
she was alone. Bare-legged, bare-headed, her curls whip- 
ping around her head and her white shorts stuttering 
against her smooth thighs, she stood strongly at the edge 
of the sea. In her hands was a casting rod. She reeled 
up her weighted line slowly; slowly she brought back the 
rod; then, with the swift efficiency of a discus-thrower, she 
sent the glittering bait high into the air. Behind it her 
line arced and dropped. The miniature bombardment 
ended with a splash lost to view in the frothy water, and 
to hearing in the perpetual attack of sea on continent. 
Beside her, stiff and dead, its gills stained crimson, lay a 
single fish. It was two feet long and looked not like a 
thing recently alive, but like a hand-painted decoy for 
similar yet inevitably less beautiful creatures. 

At this meeting-place of the two domains of earth, 
this edge of land and water, Alice was finding surcease, 
for its magnitude reduced all human discord to vanity. 

As she fished, a man walked toward her over the dunes, 
following her footprints. They ran like camel-tracks 
across the Sahara, ascending and descending the hills, 
marring the wind-ripples, impertinent, descriptive and 
temporary, for sand was shifting into them as if their ob- 
literation was a natural function of an instinct to repair 
damage. 
When the man reached the bald crest of the last dune 

and looked down upon the girl, he stopped. Her isolation 
may have made him pause—or her white minuteness in 
the sea’s bowl, or perhaps, the defiant expertness of her 
casting. Whatever the reason, it was enough to make 
= pause a long and smiling one. Then he went toward 
er. 
Alice saw him while she was pivoting to fling her bait. 

She froze for a moment. She found the solitariness of 
ead station abruptly unpleasant. Then she recognized 
im. 
“Stuy!” she shouted, waving. 
He hurried to her side. “Hello, Alice!” 
He was smiling. He wore no hat. His long legs had 

jumped him toward her, like a grasshopper coming over 
the sand. 

“What in the world are you doing here? How did you 
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find me?” 
He broke into laughter. “The Holmes method. Fol- 

lowed the trail. Your mother pointed it out to me.” 
“My mother?” 
“It’s intricate,” said Stuy. “We're friends. I wanted 

to see you. I packed. I bade my wife farewell. I came 
here. I picked up a hooked rug as a present for your 
mother. That made us friends. She then showed me the 
foot-tracks in the sands. And—presto—I now see you.” 

Alarm came into Alice’s face. She said quickly: “Some- 
thing’s wrong!” 
A denial was deliberately too quiet. ‘Nothing at all.” 
ce at ? ” 

His eyes, kindly, intelligent, reflecting sunshine and sea- 
sparkle, seemed to project himself into her through her 
eyes. “On the chin, eh?” he asked softly. “All right. 
Something’s wrong. ‘Not much—unless you make it much. 
Here it is: Wally ran off for a few days with Sari.” 

Alice did not know what to do. In an effort at solu- 
tion, she stepped away from Stuy and cast. Then she 
looked at him again. “Is that all? I’m glad it wasn’t 
Claudette. Otherwise—” 

Stuy took the rod and began to turn the reel. “If you 
hadn’t chucked this thing out, I would have known that 
my errand had been preposterous. But since you did, I'm 
glad I came.” 

“You’ re funny.” 
“Mmm. Funny like the plague. I’m bad news, gal. I 

said to myself that you had run away from Wycherley 
because it was getting too painful. And I said to myself 
that if you walked A unprepared into the little hell 
that Wally’s Cpe t will create, it would be still more 
painful. So I pag tag thoes give you a lesson in de- 
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portment. I should be at work. I am go to stay till 
Thursday, and that means for two days and nights. In 
that time, I expect to work on you. I am your psycho- 
analyst. I am your Swami. I am your béte noir.” He 
dropped the rod on the sand and squatted beside it. “We 
will now sit down and have our first conference.” 

Alice sat down. His accusation of flight demanded 
apology, because she was a woman. 

“You think I ran away a sorehead. And scared.” 
She expected him to deny it. Instead, he looked at her 

again. “Sure.” 
She relaxed. She leaned back on her arm. She turned 

her face partly to the sea, and he thought what a beauti- 
ful and serene face it was. “All right, Stuy: I did. I was 
mixed up. And Wally and I were in a terrible mess. I 
love him, you know. I couldn’t stand seeing him in such 
a state any longer. I’m terrified to know that he ran off 
with Sari—and yet I went away so he could do exactly 
that. I don’t think I was ever so glad to see anybody in 
my life as Iam to see you. There.” 

Stuy didn’t say anything immediately. He allowed him- 
self the luxury of an appraisal of Alice as a woman. De- 
liberately, searchingly, he noted the exact way her hair 
grew away from her temples in dark waves, and how it 
gave itself to the wind, spending upon its harsh salinity 
@ precious perfume; he saw that her lips were almost as 
full as Sari’s—and was astounded; he checked the rhythm 
of each firm contour of her body from the top of her fore- 
head to the high instep that had half buried her rouged 
toes in the sand; he speculated upon the grace and utility 
of her outspread fingers. He thought, too, of the candor 
of her confession. 

He could not think, though the gods doubtless did, of 
the classic understanding between himself and Alice, as 
opposed to the idiot miscomprehensions that came to be- 
ing between Wally and Sari on a not altogether dissimilar 
stretch of beach. But he did think of Wally and Sari; and 
because Alice had said that she was confused, because 
thereby she had accepted an issue and expressed a willing- 
ness to look into the truth, Stuy understood that there was 
no further necessity for argument at that moment. So 
- put aside her problem, and with it he cast off his own 

emma. 
“Tt’s a fine day,” he said, “for fishing.” 

. She smiled. “And for swimming. It’s not exactly hot, 
ut—’’ 

“You are reading my mind.” 
She looked down at her garments. “They'd dry.” 
“If you insist on wearing them.” 
“T don’t insist, but I'd prefer to. Do you mind?” 
“Of course not. I, however—” 
“T won’t look.” 

chuckled. He took off his coat and his shirt and 
his shoes. He put his socks in the toes of his shoes, 

as he had done when he was a kid sneaking a swim in the 
brook en his uncle’s estate. He rolled up his trousers- 

“You look absurd,” she said. 
He nodded. “I do. I always shall. Fortunately, you 

don’t. A woman has to be attractive. Nota man. Beauty 
and the beast. Besides, it’s a sore point.” 

She stared at him. “It is,” she said gently. “Isn’t it?” 
His reply was grave: “Sure. Nobody likes to look like 

Ichabod Crane. However, God in His infinite wisdom—” 
“I’m sorry,” Alice said softly. “I’ve always thought 

you were quite beautiful.” 
He looked at her for a frightening second with more ten- 

derness than she had ever seen in a man’s eyes. Then 
he crooked his elbow. “Shall we swim?” 

Together, half-clad, laughing, they waded into the ocean. 
They laughed when they came out of the water—partly 

because their soaked garments made them ludicrous, and 
partly because they were together, and not old, and the 
day was enchanting. Stuy found a bottle embedded in 
the sand; there wasn’t any message in it. However, they 
tossed it out on the waves, where it made a shimmering 
target, and they threw stones at it until a direct hit sank 
it. Then they tried to catch the husband or wife of the 
hand-painted fish that lay now in a tubful of water left 

the reeds by an outgoing tide. 
When the sun cooled on its diurnal curve, they found 

themselves dry. They took the fish and started back 
across the dunes to Alice’s mother’s summer house. 

Alice’s mother was slight, bright-eyed, energetic; and 
her hair was still brown. When her daughter came home 
with the strange man, she looked at her for a moment 
with a stare apparently vague but in actuality as search- 
ing as that of a prisoner looking at his judge. In the 
stare, also, was something of the prisoner’s helplessness, 

They sat down to dinner. Alice’s father’s life-insur- 
ance maintained her mother and her mother’s negress 
Eulalie in that slight excess of comfort which is not quite 
luxury but which makes the difference between content- 
ment and scrimping. She fretted, at first, about the food, 
and about conversation. 

But the curious Mr. Jones, who seemed to be so fond 
of her daughter, soon put Alice’s mother at ease. He 
called her Dottie, as Alice did, and without offense. He 
announced a passion for hot biscuit and chicken gravy 
which he demonstrated to the extent of five separate help- 
ings. At the fifth, Eulalie broke delightedly into the table 
dialogue. “Mr. Jones,” she said, without embarrassment, 
a" the eatin’est man I’ve seen since my first husband 
i veg 

“When was that?” Stuy asked. 
“That was before the war.” 
“It’s too bad.” He winked solemnly at Alice’s mother. 
“Too bad!” Eulalie exclaimed, serving the mashed po- 

tatoes. “You’re wrong right there, Mr. Jones. He was 
the meanest man!” 

They laughed. Eulalie laughed hardest of all. And 
Stuy talked about his uncle’s estate, and his boyhood 
days, and how he and his brothers were made to raise 
gardens, and what happened when they rebelled and 
dammed the brook in the woods so that, in the next rain, 
it flooded their vegetable beds and swept them away. 

MES. BAKER, Alice’s astute mother Dorothy, watched 
the flush that came and went on her daughter’s 

face, and the light in her eyes, and the easy smile that 
hovered at the corners of her lips. She knew Alice. She 
knew human beings. But she was not so sure of the code 
by which these people were living. And after dinner, 
when Stuy had volunteered to drive into town for cigar- 
ettes, and refused Alice’s company for the short trip, she 
spoke with a quiet frankness which had characterized her 
relationship with Alice since babyhood. 

“Don’t answer my question by saying that he’s a neigh- 
bor and a friend. He told me that when he drove up here, 
Alice, what’s it all about?” 

Alice smiled. “I think he’s a little bit in love with me.” 
“And that’s no answer. Are you planning to divorce 

“ae 
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“Where is he?” 
Alice hesitated for several seconds. Eulalie put a large 

pitcher of cream beside her coffee-cup, loitered expect- 
antly, and then, after a glance from Mrs. Baker, went 
back disappointedly to the kitchen. 

“Wally,” Alice said, “has run off with another girl.” 
“Hunh!” replied Mrs. Baker. “It’s probably time. 

How long is it, by the way? Eight years? So that’s the 
explanation of all this beachcombing you've been doing! 
I wondered! You haven’t behaved this way since you 
were fourteen, and I forbade you to marry the fish peddler.” 

Alice chuckled. “That’s right.” 
“And what’s the arrival of this Mr. Jones intended to 

be? An antidote? Revenge? Or have you been read 
these modern novels that we old women sneak out o 
lending libraries in our reticules?” 

Alice wished that Sheila was at hand to answer for her. 
Sheila was always so controlled and logical. “I don’t know 
what it is—quite,” Alice said. “The way people live is 
so much changed, these days—” 

Mrs. Baker looked at her daughter. “Remind me to 
tell you,” she said dryly, “about the time your father ran 
off Nellie Pope. 

“My father!” 
“Do you think sex was invented in 1925? Your father. 

He stayed a week. Caught a bad cold. But in that week 
I'd gone through the tortures of the damned. You see— 
there was a Mr. Jones in my life too.” 

Alice stared, incredulous, shocked and vaguely deflated, 
“He called every night with the fastest span of horses 

in town. I can’t tell you who he is—for if you read the 
Washington news, you'd recognize his name. He isn’t ther 
President, but close to it. e says he will be—to me.” 
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“You still see him?” 
“Why not? I knew him better than his own mother. 

We write. Sometimes once a month, sometimes once a 
year. Anyhow—it was your father’s cold that cured my 
romance—as well as his. Turned into pleurisy.” Mrs. 
Baker’s averted face was shadowed by twilight. And in 
the softness Alice had always seen there, she now per- 
ceived another quality—a wisdom, a hard-learned wisdom. 

Alice shrugged. “Then—tell me what to do.” 
Her mother shook her head. “You'd do the opposite. 

And it won’t matter anyway, in the long run. It’s the 
things you don’t do in life that demand the most attention. 
Well—I’m tired—” 

AN hour later Stuy and Alice sat on the veranda in the 
dark. There were no other houses near by—only 

dunes and dusk and the wind. Now they were talking 
about Wycherley. Their conversation was not orderly. 
It jumped from situations to people and from people to 
ideas. Some of what they said was shrewd; some of it 
was silly. 

“Take Wally,” Stuy had just said. “He’s really a sound 
person: sincere, ambitious, dutiful, clever in his business, 
attractive. But probably not yet mature. It’s been years 
—college days, in fact—since I’ve seen a guy get so com- 
pletely bogged down in himself. He has been frantic all 
summer.” 

“T know it,” Alice said. “He used to be a lot of fun. 
Temperamental and cranky, sometimes, but you could de- 
pend on him to pull out of his pets and rages.” 

“Claudette did it,” Stuy replied. 
Alice answered sadly: “No, Sari.” 
“You’re wrong. It’s the Southern girl who has turned 

everybody’s nerves into hot wires.” His voice became 
intent, and yet more speculative. “Don’t you see that 

ple can live by any system, so long as they believe it? 
if you'd been sold on Sheila’s and my idea of marriage,— 
that is, you and Wally,—why, Sari wouldn’t have mat- 
tered. Nota bit. And you just about were, both of you. 
Then Claudette came along. Her theory is that marriage 
is sacred until she comes on the scene, and that it’s her 
mission in life to disrupt it. But in considering herself as 
a born home-wrecker, she has one requisite, and that is— 
wreckable homes. Do you follow me to that point?” 

“Sure,” Alice said, smiling a little. 
“All right. Now for the next step: Homes, Claudette 

believes, must be sacred, or they can’t be damaged. But 
the instant she gets wind of the fact that we good people 
of Wycherley live in moderate sin and great contentment, 
—or say we do,—Claudette is resentful. That cramps her 
style. To be able to corrupt the local married gentry 
without causing protest is not Claudette’s dish. So she 
pretends to be shocked at what we consider our modernity. 
And when she does take Annabelle’s Charley and your 
Wally out for an evening’s stroll, she manages to leave 
with everyone the impression that it’s wicked, dangerous 
and—in so far as the men are concerned—dandy. 

“That impression throws the whole system out of gear. 
The gals all begin to wonder if allowing their husbands 
to be free may not cost them their husbands, in the long 
run. And the men feel that they have done something 
pretty terrific. Sari, on the other hand, never gave any 
wife such a feeling. She’s too complacent, too non-corro- 
sive, too satisfied. When the good ladies of Wycherley find 
that their spouses have erred a trifle with the lovely Sari 
Larch, they may be annoyed, but they never get hysterical. 
See the difference?” 

“Do you really believe all that?” Alice asked. 
“Haven't I driven two hundred and fifty miles this day 

just to tell you that ?” Stuy’s voice came amusedly through 
the darkness. “At the moment, you happen to be the 
injured party in the matter of Sari’s amorous excursions. 
You ran away to hide your tears. You have been sitting 
up here wondering just what you will say and do when you 

t back home again. This giddy adventure of your hus- 
d’s is what the book says you ought to permit. But 

there’s a lot of stuff happening to you that isn’t in the 
book—not on any page of that new handbook of marriage 
that is being around in America’s suburbs.” 

“T hate to think that way! To think that we’re just a 
lot of bored suburban people trying to make the dull 
routines of life interesting by trading husbands and wives 

- with each other.” 
“Why?” asked Stuy. “Isn’t that the truth?” 

“Ts it?” Her voice was startled. “Because if it is, I 
feel cheap.” 

“I suspect it of being the truth. And I can’t see any- 
thing about it that’s cheap. It is the business of being 
what you call bored with things as they are that is 
responsible for every improvement man has made in him- 
ot ant his environment. Boredom is a pretty noble con- 
dition, because it leads to action. Probably Columbus was 
bored when he sailed west. Probably Alexander was bored 
when he started for Persia. Probably—” 

“But if we’re bored with each other—” 
“Is there anything wrong in that? Why shouldn’t 

we be? Isn’t it boring to have to live with the same per- 
son, in the same house, day in and out, all your life?” 

“Tt shouldn’t be.” 
“Why on earth not? How could it be otherwise? The 

old guidebooks spent hundreds of pages saying that mar- 
riage isn’t boring. Explain, if you can, the reason for such 
elaborate exhortation. I'll explain it. The reason is— 
that it is dull. And a great many people all at once have 
suddenly admitted the truth. They’re trying to do some- 
thing about it. I get so bored with Sheila that I could 
yell. But I don’t. I go out in the world. Presently, be- 
cause Sheila and I have so much in common—I gravitate 
back to her, refreshed.” 

“And Sheila?” 
Again Stuy hesitated. “Well—I’m afraid Sheila, so far, 

has merely taken out her boredom in being a national 
busybody. Maybe it’s all right. Maybe it satisfies her. 
It wouldn’t me. When I am bored with my wife, I don’t 
want to rest myself with a touch of slum clearance. I 
want to spend a few chatty hours with another dame.” 

“Suppose,” Alice said, “you came home one day and 
found that Sheila had hopped a plane for romantic points 
with—well, Wally, for instance.” 

“Do you think,” Stuy answered lightly but quickly, 
“that we could arrange it? She’d suit him better than 
Sari. She has brains. And he’s really intellectual, though 
he doesn’t know it.” 

“Are you serious?” 
“No. Yes. Either one. Now, look, Alice: Put aside 

your mad; forget your clammy hours up here on the Cape; 
disregard your jealousy. Don’t you think Sheila would 
be good for Wally? She’d straighten out his frustrations. 
She’d give him a text to live by. She’d decorate him in 
= and amuse him in private. Sari’s all right—but 
heila would be superior.” 
“And you wouldn’t mind?” She spoke with great con- 

straint. She went on a moment later: “Aren’t men in 
such a—a position—supposed to be ridiculous?” 

“Are you ridiculous?” 
“I was talking about men. Husbands.” 
“And I’m talking on the assumption that both men and 

women are to be regarded as people. Do you know why I 
came up here?” 

“TI thought you told me why.” 
“TI didn’t. I came up here so that when Wally gets back 

to Wycherley with Sari, you won’t have what you might 
consider the whip hand over him.” 

“T don’t see what you mean.” 
“I’m here—with you—am I not?” 
Alice laughed. “But—we’re here under different cir- 

cumstances.” 
“Who'll believe it?” 
“Everybody.” 
“Nonsense! I'll tell them that I’m ga-ga about you. 

T’'ll make your Wally think I’m ready at a moment’s notice 
to yank you away from him. I'll blackmail you into good 
behavior. And he’ll not be able to complain, because he—” 

“Don’t be absurd!” 

RY well,” Stuy answered. “I came up here because 
I really am crazy about you. Do you believe that?” 

His voice had suddenly become very low and serious. He 
turned in his chair so that she could see his silhouette 
looking away from her. 

She said: “No.” 
“Tt’s true.” 
Her voice was fatigued, perturbed, half-lost. “Is it?” 
“Yes. I’m in love with you. More, in a way, than I can 

ever be with Sheila.” He sounded detached. Alice noticed 
that her heart was beating fiercely. “You happen to be 
the sort of person I’ve always imagined when I thought 
of ‘woman,’ Why haven’t you and Wally had children?” ; 



“We want to—soon. We decided not to be in a hurry. 
He—well, what does that have to do with what you were 
saying?” 

Stuy blew cigarette-smoke straight into the air. His 
musical voice rose and fell. “Because you're the sort of 
girl who should have kids. As opposed to Annabelle. She’s 
too high-strung to be a good mother.” 

“High-strung! Annabelle?” 
“Just because she isn’t afraid of spiders doesn’t mean 

that she has no nerves. I tell you, she’s the most con- 
stricted, tense, pent-up person I ever saw. And always 
will be. She’s choked her real feelings to death. Sari 
would make a good mother. Careless, but amiable. 
Claudette would raise kids as dishonest as herself, but 
she’d adore them. Sheila—well, talk to Sheila about it. 
She’s saving herself, temporarily, for her work. But 
you’re perfect. You’re female—and wise. As a matter 
of fact, and now we get down to the nub of the whole 
thing, you didn’t run up here because of Wally. You think 
you did. But you’re so much smarter than he is, that 
you could have seen him through any crisis whatever, as 
long as it was his crisis exclusively. The reason you ran 
“= was because you couldn’t straighten out yourself.” 

“Was it?” 
“It was. And it is. What you’re trying to decide, up 

here on the seashore, is what you are going to do about 

“That’s preposterous!” 
But suddenly, Alice knew he was right. All summer 

she had liked Stuy—and liked him more than any of the 
other men. It had commenced on the Fourth of July when 
he had lectured her. To her innermost thoughts, the 
liberal attitude of Wycherley toward marriage had pre- 
sented one supreme problem: what would she do about it? 
Wally’s dilemmas were secondary. Stuy had once said 
that he was making a pass at her. He had not relented. 
He had kept her conscious of his feeling for her all 
summer. And now he was sitting a few feet away in the 
gloom, smoking, and telling her quietly things about her- 
self she had not articulated to her own conscience. 

HE understood that she would have to decide about her- 
self then and there. But she could no longer think. 

Love had been identified with Wally in her mind for eight 
years—eight unquestioning years. 

Nevertheless, as reason left her, reason which abruptly 
seemed like quibble, emotion rushed to replace it. Her 
arms and legs ached. Her eyelids drooped, and she felt 
their lashes brush her hot cheeks. Her breath sifted 
perceptibly over her swollen lips. There was a salty 
taste in her mouth. The night expanded, swooned, and 
ushered her suddenly abandoned senses across a small 
oe of porch to the erect, masculine figure of Stuyvesant 
ones. 
Her voice was lush and quivering. “That’s true, Stuy.” 
He did not move. Although his recognition of her tone 

was instant, he sat still. Some principle of esthetics is 
involved, he thought fixedly to himself. (“She's not like 
other girls. Or if I found her so, that would make the 
world bleaker.”) No fear checked him. Only—art, per- 
haps. 

“To move slowly toward love,” he said so quietly he al- 
most whispered, “is everything. Love itself, the expression 
of love, is always extraordinary in anticipation—trivial 
in retrospect.” 

Into the softness of her surrender a little sense pene- 
trated, an idea, an understanding of Stuy Jones. She 
sighed with more regret than relief. “Thanks.” 

“I’m the grateful person,” he answered. 
“No. Me.” She sat up and reached for a cigarette. 
Stuy’s hand shook violently as he held a match. He 

bent forward in the black glamour that extinguished the 
flame, and kissed her on the forehead. “ ‘On such a night, 
Jessica,’” he murmured. “Only—it isn’t such a night, 
quite, is it? And perhaps it will never be.” 

“If it ever is,” Alice replied, “T'll be ready.” 
“T know. I can feel across this very ordinary h and 

on this commonplace breeze exactly how y and in 
what way. I love you very dearly, Alice, at this moment.” 

“And I love you.” 
“So perhaps,” he said, taking her hand, “you'll know 

now what to do about Wally.” 
“But I love him—also!” 
“Of course,” said Stuy. “That’s just it.” 

Chapter Fifteen 

N Saturday the weather broke. Unseason- 
able warmth e unseasonable cold. A 
hard wind routed the autumnal stillness, 
and mopped gray clouds across the sky. 
Fireplaces burned in Wycherley, and smoke 
from them beat through the rain and the 
moulting trees. All day the sea spent 

itself sullenly against the coast. 
Claudette came up from New York feeling stale and 

cantankerous, urged through the wretched weather by 
ganglia that tingled only from habit. Sheila arrived at 
noon, blanched and fretful. The night before, she and her 
mother had been driven from a lecture platform in the 
midst of a eugenics program by a stink-bomb. Such a 
thing ordinarily would have stimulated Sheila, for she 
delighted in outraging causes. So her dejection could be 
attributed to another source: Stuy’s trip to the Cape, 
perhaps. 

Fred had returned unexpectedly from North Carolina 
to ask Sari for a divorce, so that he would be able to marry 
Mrs. Fletcher. 

Annabelle had found in a bureau drawer in the guest- 
room a score of notes written by Charley to Claudette. 
Reading them had fastened upon her a sticky nausea 
which the rest of her life could never quite wash away. 

Wally, having returned to Wycherley with Sari on 
Wednesday, in the firm expectation of haunting the place 
spectrally for the remainder of his days, had been so 
placidly received by his neighbors, so pleasantly reac- 
cepted, that by the end of the week he was fairly animate. 
However, the necessity of pretending to be the hero of a 
major affaire was distressing when, inside himself, he 
knew his devilish attitude concealed only headache, folly 
and attendance at a dozen motion pictures. It was dis- 
tressing, and in many ways infuriating. 

Alice drove toward Wycherley that, Saturday in — 
peace. She had found a friend, a mystical lover, and she 
believed also that she had found surcease for herself and 
Wally. Her hour with Stuy Jones on the porch of her 
mother’s cottage, and the mistaken theory that all the 
summer woes sprang from her incertitude, gave her very 
genuine understanding. Her heart had even bounded sym- 
pathetically when she thought of Wally’s sojourn with 
Sari. She had learned about such things, she thought. 
That romantic garden carefully and secretly tended by 
every woman, however faithful, was blooming with flow- 
ers set there by Stuy. Every woman wants it to bloom— 
but every woman wants it to be imaginary; and she and 
Stuy had kept it so. She had felt that the sum of all the 
experiences of herself and her husband would lead, 
through her wisdom and control, to great happiness. But 
she hadn’t understood the negative quality of.one factor. 

She found Wally sitting in the living-room, drinking. 
He stood. 

“T’m glad to see you.” 
She was alarmed: he had lost weight; he trembled. 
“Aren't you going to kiss me?” 

HE kissed her. She wanted him to know immediately 
how she felt; she thought he needed her strength. 

She hugged him, and kissed him several times—and blurt- 
ed it all out: 

“Darling! It’s wonderful to be back! And I've got 
wonderful things to tell you!” She tried to look as ap- 
pealing as she could. “I know you went away with Sari. 
And I don’t mind. I’m sure you had a lovely time. I am 
glad you did. I’m really proud of you—because you ac- 
tually had the courage to do what we decided to do. And 
I didn’t. Not—then. I ran away. So don’t worry about 
it any more.” He was just standing there, not moving, 
gazing at her. She laughed at him. “Can’t you see? I'm 
not jealous. I still love you. And I’m sure you still love 

He said: “More than anything on earth.” He almost 
groaned the words. She was frightened, and tried to put 
him at ease, but she was beginning to get panicky. 

“You think I'll mind what people say,” she babbled. 
“I won’t. I'll bet you’re exhaust I'll bet you’ve been 
meen Sone Sari’s house every night since you got 
back. ell—I'll be your nurse, then—” But it wasn’t 
working. He just stared. As if she’d said something 
vulgar. 
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. They dressed for dinner and ate, hardly looking at each 
other. She’d hoped that by the time she got back he 
would have recovered. But he was worse. 

Maybe, she thought, he has really fallen in love with 
Sari. And she realized that wives are at a terrible dis- 
advantage in the matter of a husband’s sweethearts. Be- 
cause loving a wife is a habit; and loving a sweetheart is 
a@ game. And games are always more exciting than hab- 
its. She didn’t know what to say. 

All through dinner they were quiet. And afterward, he 
didn’t want to go to the party Stuyvesant Jones was giv- 
ing. She had to make him do it—had to use the argument 
that if they didn’t show up, they’d never be able to look 
anybody in Wycherley in the face again. 

IR those people, on Saturday, Stuy was arranging a 
party as a sort of tacit apology for a misspent summer, 

and a hopeful prelude to the coming winter. 
At nine o’clock, however, when the doorbell rang for 

the first time, and Sheila said, “I’d give a thousand dol- 
lars not to see the gang tonight,” Stuy knew that even on 
the basis of his own domestic situation, the party was des- 
tined to be a flop. He crossed the living-room past his 
wife’s limp person with infinite misgiving. He knew what 
Sheila’s trouble was. She sensed something in his friend- 
ship for Alice that had not been present in his former in- 
discretions. Sheila, to her own dismay no less than to 
Stuy’s, was in an agony of mute jealousy. 

The Larchs were the first arrivals. Sari was pale and 
very beautiful, but too human-looking. It was her func- 
tion in life to be a confection, an everlasting edible. Now, 
drawn into herself, strangely depressed, desirability was 
less evident in her than desires, and Stuy could not ex- 

all that, but he felt that she was in a state unsuited 
to her. 

Her words—“Good evening. . .. Hello, Sheila!”— 
should have been: “Hi, boys and girls!” 

Fred’s, ‘““‘What’s new?” was too buoyant. On the thin- 
ness of restraint it floated, thereby revealing its own lack 
of substance. 

They threw off their glistening wraps—garments soaked 
between porch and car, car and porch—and they sat 
down near the fire. 

“Lousy weather,” Stuy said. 
“Isn’t it?” said Sheila, when neither guest spoke. 
So Stuy made drinks—strong ones, fortifications against 

nameless hazards. 
Fred said, “Happy days!” Sari looked into the fire. 

The wind called eerily to its stripped playmates, the trees. 
“Everybody’s been away,” Stuy said—and thought: 

“How asinine!” 
Sari looked at him over her drink. 
“Did you hear about how Mother and I got stink- 

bombed?” Sheila asked. The morning papers had made 
that familiar stuff. But she told them. They laughed. 
When the doorbell rang again, they leaned forward. 
Annabelle—Claudette—Charley. 
“My heavens above! A night like this would just 

about kill all those poor thin-blooded Georgia jelly-beans. 
It’s so sweet of you to give us a party, Stuy. I'd be 
scared out of my senses if I had to sleep alone anywhere 
tonight. We just sat around the dinner-table over at our 
place staring at each other for a whole hour, and it was 
retty darn’ creepy, believe me. Look at my coat! 

Boaked right through, the mean cheap little thing that 
it is!” Claudette’s pink hair was curled by the damp- 
ness, not naturally, but in revulsion from innumerable 
dryings and bleachings and dyeings. She wore a black 
dress, and against it her dead-white skin, which had re- 
sisted the efforts of the Connecticut sun, looked used and 
tired and nevertheless insatiable. 

Charley affected to be in great glee. He held out his 
hand to Stuy; and when Stuy reached for it, jerked his 
thumb over his shoulder. Stuy smiled by hammering 
amiability on his face. It took more labor than cutting 
a pattern in metal. Claudette acknowledged the gesture 
with one split peal of laughter. Annabelle regarded 
her husband’s t contretemps with an expression com- 
pounded of new-found hate, nausea and resolve. 

They came in. Stuy made drinks. 
_ Wally and Alice were to be last. “They want,” Sheila 
found herself thinking, “to climax everything. They 
know that they have the power to do damage here, and 
hey’re wi ding it to make us svffer.” 

A sort of scenario of her strange meeting with Wally 
had rushed through Alice’s mind as he drove through the 
rain.... And suddenly, she stood in front of Stuy. 
When they looked at each other, both of them felt 

strangely comforted and relieved. 
Alice smiled. “Hello.” 
“Hello.” 
Stuy maneuvered her toward the coat-closet and whis- 
red: “How’s your boss?” 
“Terrible.” 
“So I gathered from seeing him yesterday. Something 

went wrong down there on the Jersey Coast.” 
Alice was startled. “What?” 
“T don’t know—yet.” 
She was happy again when she entered the living-room. 

If Stuy was right, if Wally’s wretched condition was due 
to something that had happened in Jersey, then hope was 
possible to her. She was almost amused—indulgently 
amused: Wally was sulking because he had quarreled with 
Sari, or because—perhaps—Sari’s penchant for light pas- 
sion had led her to ignore Wally for another swain. That 
was even more ——- 

Alice was so relieved that she greeted Sheila with un- 
due joy. Nothing could have distressed Sheila more. 
She interpreted Alice’s sudden radiance as a deliberately 
insulting expression of victory in the matter of Stuy. If 
Alice had returned from the Cape and her interlude with 
Stuy either shy or frightened, Sheila would have been 
pleased. But this jubilance! 

Behind Alice in her yellow evening dress with yellow 
artificial flowers, as she smiled and nodded to everyone, 
ecstatic because her husband’s extra-marital romance 
had soured, Wally tottered. He came into the living- 
room scowling, his shoulders and head down, a man under 
a burden. 

People were talking when he said, “Good evening,” to 
Sheila. They continued to talk as he nodded to Annabelle 
and took Claudette’s proffered hand. But when he stood 
inevitably before Sari, there was an absolute silence. Even 
Stuy couldn’t think fast enough to break it. 

Sari lifted her green eyes. She was thinking sadly of 
herself. Fred had asked so easily for a divorce, with 
such calm assurance. His logic had been so perfect: 
“You enjoy freedom. I don’t love Mrs, Fletcher—but I 
am fond of her. She’s willing to make a big settlement on 
you. And I can still see you whenever we want.” Then 
he added, quietly, awfully: “You see, honey, I'll never 
have to work again in my life. No more Wall Street! 
No commuting!” 
And Sari’s answer had been immediate. “Why, sure, 

Fred. That’s swell.” 
She lifted her green eyes sadly, surprised that the end 

of her marriage was making her sad, blaming herself pro- 
foundly for a tragedy she would have regarded in _ 
previous hypothetical contemplation as not tragedy at all. 
She saw Wally standing before her. She didn’t think about 
Jersey or about his comic frustrations. He was, merely, 
a friend—somebody looming in this ghastly evening to 
whom one had to be nice. 

She ached too deeply to be conscious of the listening 
room. Sari was so remote from what was happening out- 
side herself that she framed no diplomatic speech. She 
said: “Hello, darling.” 

Ordinarily she would have said it casually, but on this 
dark night she could say nothing without feeling; and so 
the words sounded as if they had a vast significance. 

Hello, darling! 

Op voice cut through the stillness—amazed, 
outraged: “Well! Of all the—” 

Sari realized what she had done. But it was too late. 
Wally’s eyes bulged. He had asked her to protect him 

from the shame of having his scandalous behavior turned 
into a farce. But he hadn’t asked for this public decla- 
mation. His tongue stuck in his mouth. 

. “Make you a drink, Traveses!” Stuy said ~oe 
“Make mine strong,” said Wally suddenly. e fied 

from Sari. 
Fred chuckled and winked at Annabelle. 
Alice heard Sheila laughing. And Alice looked at her. 

Stuy’s lissome wife was staring and still laughing—her 
face hateful, drawn, malicious. (“I’m sup to be 
miserable because Sari called Wally ‘darling,’” Alice 
thought. “And Sheila enjoys it. Sheila!’’) en Alice 



realized that Sheila, the champion of abandoned love, was 
jealous, furiously jealous. ealous of her! She sank 
down on a pillow beside the hearth, and grabbed at the 
highball Stuy handed to her. 

Everyone drank. When their glasses were empty, they 
held them out. They did so because they couldn’t talk. 
Annabelle did tell an anecdote about Evie, or started one, 
but she fumbled it—she fumbled it because she suddenly 

Evie would grow up without his father. ... 
Midnight! 
On the Jones’ black-and-silver portable bar were several 

empty whisky bottles. The Jones’ guests sat in the pos- 
tures of relaxation, but a cursory glance at them would 
have shown that they were not relaxed. They sat stiffly, 
though on pillows—rigidly, though knees and arms were 
flexed. Except for the motions of their lips in murmured 
conversation, and the flash of their perpetually darting 
and lowered eyes, they might have been fixed where they 
sat by a Gorgon’s head. 

“This,” said Claudette, “is about the deadest party I 
ever went to. How about a game of Spin-the-platter? 
We've got to do something. It’s fun. You spin a platter 
and call somebody’s name, and whoever misses pays 2 
a and when everybody’s been caught, you redeem 

em.”’ 

Stuy looked at the Southern girl gratefully. He won- 
dered if his dismal party had evoked in her some latent 
social sense. “That,” he said, “is a swell idea. I'll get 
the necessary equipment.” 

eee, the others thought, was better than sitting. 
Sitting, staring, thinking. 

A few minutes later, with chairs and divans pushed in a 
circle Stuy spun the platter on the floor, called Annabelle’s 
name, and she dived for it. She failed to catch it—a fail- 
ure unusual for her—and paid in forfeit her necklace. 
Claudette became its custodian. 

For twenty minutes the party emerged from its gloomy 
stasis, and doubtless the guests and the host and hostess 
hoped that the evening could be liquidated until a decent 
hour for going home by this game—and others, if neces- 

Stuy urged everyone on with frenetic enthusiasm. The 
infantile entertainment became a matter of life and death. 
Furiously the platter was spun, and as their names were 
called, the players lunged furiously from their chairs. 
They played as if the forfeits were their lives, or as if they 
were aristocrats bent on appearing gay up to the instant 
the tumbrils called. Yet there was a sort of fatalism in 
their violence. For this sport merely postponed all issues; 
it gave no clue for tomorrow; it only made the present 
endurable. 

Finally, however, the last amateur juggler had missed 
the platter, everyone had paid a forfeit, and the game 
reached its second phase. 

“T'll be judge,” Claudette announced. 
Stuy, who had feared that the duty would fall to him, 

assented gladly. A chair was put in the center of the 
circle. Annabelle bound Claudette’s eyes with a napkin. 
Claudette readjusted the bandage jauntily; and Stuy took 
his place behind her, with an array of jewelry, cigarette- 
cases, and Charley’s all-purpose penknife, on a chair-seat. 

The clock struck half-past twelve. The fire crackled. 
Everybody sat down, the necessity of alertness ended; and 
Stuy picked up Sari’s emerald clip. 

“Heavy, heavy hangs over thy head,” he intoned, smil- 
ing a little. “What shall the owner do to redeem it?” 

“Fine or superfine?” asked Claudette. 
In the time-honored manner Stuy pretended to be puz- 

ora by the gender of Sari’s clip. Finally he said: “Super- 

“She shall kiss the man in this room she loves next best 
to her husband,” Claudette said demurely. 

There was a startled silence. Stuy turned to Sari and 
held out the clip: “Yours?” 

“You redeem all the forfeits at once,”’ Claudette said, 
from, beneath her blindfold. “Not one by one. What’s 
next?” 

Sari was staring furiously at her cousin. (“If I kiss 
Stuy,” she thought, “Wally will be wild. If I kiss Wally, 
everybody will raise hell. I better kiss Charley—though 
I’m not keen to. It'll make Claudette mad, anyway:” ) 

Stuy looked away from his guests and bit his lip. 
Claudette had made a bull’s-eye. He decided that his own 

fortune would be the most innocuous. From the heap on 
the chair he took a cuff-link and he repeated the ritual. 

“Fine or superfine?” 
“Fine. ” 

“The gentleman will take Alice Traves in a car down to 
that roadhouse—what do you call it, the Golden Pheasant ? 
—and dance one dance. They must bring back a pro- 
gram to show they’ve been there.” 

Stuy looked at his wife. Her face was white. He 
grabbed another forfeit. “Heavy, heavy—”’ 

Sheila had stood up. Her eyes glittered. She spoke in 
@ mechanical voice. “You nudged Claudette, Stuy.” 

He was shocked: Sheila was accusing him of arrang- 
ing to be alone with Alice! He said: “Nonsense! Come 
on, Claudette. It’s superfine.” 

Sheila started to say more. Then she looked slowly 
y vg the room at the eyes turned on her, and she sat 
own. 
Stuy was waving Claudette’s own forfeit. 
And Claudette said: “She must go over to the Traveses’ 

house with Wally, and beg him to marry her, and stay 
there twenty minutes with him, and tell everybody what 
he said when they get back.” 

Charley jumped up. He shouted: “Hey!” 

He was drunk; 
Sari murmured: “Nice going, kid!” 
Wally spoke, almost for the first time. 

and in the prescription Claudette had contrived, he saw a 
sudden chance to right the affront he had put on himseif. 
It had been Claudette whom he had first sought when 
Alice left for Cape Cod. Now the Southern gir) had de- 
livered herself into his hands. Alice didn’t mind; she'd 
said so. He had even given up caring because she didn’t 
mind. She had Stuy. He'd made no secret of his trip to 
the Cape. 

Wally called to Charley: “Sit down, pal. You lose, for 
once, anyhow.” 

But Charley was also drunk. “Oh, yeah? Listen, 
Claudette; you’ve fixed it up for yourself all right. But 
se me tell you something. Any monkey business with that 
ug—” 

‘ rately Stuy waved another forfeit. He bawled the 
ormula. 
Claudette frowned. “Superfine?” she repeated. 
Everyone stared at Sheila’s bracelet and then at Sheila. 
“This woman,” Claudette said, “must certainly have 

some very dear principle in life. She probably advises 
people what to do on the basis of it. I think she ought to 
start tonight living by that principle herself—whatever 
it is.” 
Everybody knew. 
Sheila was the prophet and dictator of the code for 

marriage which Wycherley had tried to accept. But she 
did not apply it to herself. It was not the slap delivered 
by Claudette which caused locked silence—but the ac- 
curacy of that slap. How had she known it was Sheila’s 
forfeit? How had she been so devastating in selecting the 
other sentences? How had she , in four tries, to 
embarrass Sari, to confound Stuy and Alice, to arrange— 
openly and yet innocently—a private climax ef the long- 
deferred meeting between herself and Wally, and finally, 
to slander Sheila. 

T was too much. Every time Claudette spoke, she — 
poured fuel on unwonted fire, opened sores, stabbed. 

Her game had become diabolic. It had made itself into a 
proclamation of everything that the other eight people 
had wanted to keep hidden. 

Stuy, standing in the oppressive stillness behind Claud- 
ette, attempted to goon. “Explain that, Judge.” 

“Why,” said Claudette blandly, “she must just select 
any of the four gentlemen in this room.” 
si Stuy lost control of himself. “You knew it was Sheila. 
ow?” 
“For goodness’ sake! I was thinking it was me! And 

my douseen principle is to have a little fun. I was going 
to take some gentleman and see if we couldn’t think 
something that would make you all laugh. Honestly 
frankly, I never did see such a party. You'd think—” 

In the mirror across the room, Stuy saw an evanescent 
and sly smile on Claudette’s lips. en he understood, 
She had pushed up the blindfold. By looking under it Frm. 
the mirror, she could see whose forfeits were being dan- 
gled over her head. Deliberately she had judgment 
—deliberately and with full exercise of her poisoned in- 



t 

genuity. He doubled up his fist and pretended that he was 
going to hit her on the head. 

Claudette ducked. 
Sari and Fred and Alice saw the maneuver and looked 

from the girl to the mirror and back to Stuy’s hand. He 
ripped away the blindfold. ‘You could see!” he muttered 
tensely. 

Claudette was laughing heartily. 
tle joke.” 

“You think so?” 
“Why, I honestly and truly believe you’re angry! Is it 

because I called Sheila for being an old hypocrite? Be- 
cause I said she did nothing but talk about how to be free 
in marriage, and then acted to all of us like we were 
criminals because we just even whispered to each other?” 

Stuy did not reply. Wally, mindful of the solution to 
his frustration which would be afforded by a half-hour 
with Claudette, ignoring everything else, lurched into the 
center of the room. “We’re going ahead as per schedule!” 

Stuy stared at him. “But she cheated!” 
“All the better! Goon. Put back the bandage!” 
“Hell, Wally. I—” 
“Go ahead,” Sheila suddenly screamed. ‘Go on!” 
Charley popped from his seat. His voice, normally 

high, was squeaky with threat. “Sit down, Traves.” 
Wally pivoted. “Did you tell me to sit down?” 
“T did, you jackass!” 
Alice cried: “Wally! Please!” 
Wally ignored her. He stepped toward the fireplace. 

He slowly eyed the circle of people. Stuy knew that he 
should be stopped at any cost—his eyes were filmed and 
his face chalky; but Stuy was not able to interfere. His 
muscles clogged in his own emotions. 

Sheila was sobbing. Sari was silent and stiff. Claud- 
ette was sneering. 

“Rats!” said Wally suddenly. “Rats, all of you. Not 
a man among you! Charley Everest taking a decent girl 
like Claudette and shaming her! You, Jones, running 
after my wife like a cur! And all of you snickering at 
me! Tell them what happened in Jersey, Sari! That is, 
tell them what didn’t happen! It'll be a relief to Fred— 
if he’s got any manhood in him!” 

Charley Everest stepped idiotically from the circle. He 
walked up to Wally and hit him as hard as he could on 
the mouth. Then he jumped behind a table. 

Again, nothing -* go 
Wally’s head had banged against the mantel. He 
oo it for support. Blood oozed from his mouth. 

eyes rolled and then focused. 

by the wall, over the mantel, was Stuy’s Twelfth Cen- 
tury sword—a massive two-handed thing, hung on 

picture wires. 
cag 4 suddenly snatched the sword, pulling down the 

wires, brandished it over his head, and leaped over the 
table toward Charley. Stuy hurtled forward too late. 
Fred yelled. Sari dodged and screamed. Charley stepped 
back rapidiy, found the front door handle, turned it, and 
plunged into the night. 

Wally’s sword gashed the floor where he had stood, and 
then Wally charged into the dripping, windy darkness, 

sounds without meaning. 
Behind him went Stuy and Fred. 
For a long while their shouts blended, but with increas- 

ing faintness, in the storm sounds. Charley was running 
and screaming for help. Behind him Wally bellowed in- 
sanely. And following, the voices of Fred and Stuy, 
frightened and pleading: “Hey! Wally! For God’s 
sake, stop! Drop that thing! Hey! ou don’t know 
what you’re doing, man! Wally!” 

The five women were left. 
While they expected an audible termination, they mere- 

ly listened. But when the moan of the wind and the roar 
of the rain brought back no other sounds, they looked at 
each other. 

“You better get the police,” Annabelle said. And her 
tone was still flat. “I think he’ll kill him if he catches up.” 

“T’m going out!” Alice started to the door. 
Sari grabbed her. “No, you’re not.” 
Suddenly Sheila commenced to shout. “Get out of 

here, you! Of all the low, common, brutal skunks! I de- 
spise you! You’re tramps! You've ruined Stuy! You've 
‘wrecked my home! And now you'll get him killed!” Her 
Voice rose into shrill mouthings. 

“Just an innocent lit- 

Claudette commenced to laugh. - 
Annabelle had not budged. She watched hysteria over- 

take Sheila with that sort of amazement which lies be- 
yond it toward insanity. In the life of lessons to which 
Annabelle had been obedient, Sheila had been the last good 
example, and her dicta the final instructions. And now 
Sheila was standing in her own house, with her own 
guests, screaming like a fishwife. The idol had fallen. 

Sheila had cracked up. Ideas that made calm women 
crack up were mistaken, Annabelle believed. Scarcely had 
Sheila embarked upon a really serious course of cater- 
wauling, when Annabelle’s voice arrested her. She stood 
with her feet apart, as if she were going to catch a medi- 
cine ball. She tossed back her hair. Her eyes were alight. 
Outside, they might be murdering her husband; but in- 
doors, she was calm. Calm with madness, maybe. “Shut 
up, Sheila! You got yourself into this. And me too. Not 
my husband, because he was always a rat. You're right 
about him. But not about anyone else, except maybe 
Claudette.” 

She faced the others. “Somebody ought to call the cops. 
They might get hurt out there. And then—I suggest that 
we all scram. I know I’m going to. I’m taking the kids 
and leaving Charley, for good. And if anybody ever again 
talks to me about freedom and marriage—what a laugh 
Tl have!” 

“You're a fool,” Sheila said icily. 
Sari was still hanging onto Alice; and Alice was still 

trying to move toward the front door. “Let go!” 
“You don’t know which way they went!” Sari said 

rapidly. “You couldn’t do any good!” 
Claudette picked up a full glass and drank its contents. 

Then she walked over to Annabelle, past Sheila, who had 
begun sobbing. She said: “Thanks for the offer of your 
husband, darling; but I wouldn’t take him out of your 
rotten little house on a bet. Wally, maybe; or Stuy, may- 
be—but that cheap little—” 

Annabelle socked her. She knocked her cold. She stood 
over her, her feet still a , rubbing her knuckles. 

Sari and Alice stop their struggle and went to Claud- 
ette’s side. The ice bowl was half full of cold water, and 
there were napkins. Claudette came to quickly. She be- 
gan to cry. 

Annabelle lighted a cigarette. Sheila’s hair was out of 
its clasps and yy in her face, tear-soaked and ugly. 
Sari, kneeling on the floor, said: “It’s a mess.” 

Alice nodded. 
“And my life’s a mess too,” Sari continued. 

asked me for a divorce.” 
Alice nodded again. She realized that there was no 

immediate danger of a violent outbreak. She got up, glass- 
ily, and went to the telephone to call the police. 

The front door opened.... 
Wally had plunged into the storm in pursuit of Charley 

without any knowledge of what he was doing. He hadn’t 
realized, until he stumbled over a bush. 

Even then it came slowly. He perceived that he was 
outdoors, wet through, and that he had been running a 
long way. He noticed that there was a sword in his hand, 
and threw it onto the grass. He heard Fred and Stuy 
calling for him, and he let them shout. Dimly, he re- 
membered that he had chased Charley Everest out of 
Stuy’s house. That’s — they were yelling. 

He got up and picked up the sword.... With that 
sword, he had tried to attack the defeats of the past sum- 
mer, its dissatisfactions, its rages, its miseries—all im- 
personated by the fat, hideous little face of Charley. An 
he hadn’t even caught Charley. 

E laughed silently and walked around and around in a 
circle. The voices calling his name became faint. He 

stopped walking, finally, and his soft, mirthless chuckle 
became racking sobs. He sat on a wet stone and wept. 
His wife hated him; she loved Stuy. He had loved Claud- 
ette, and his love had become a mockery. Sari had tricked 
him into imbecile conduct. He had gone haywire. 

There was only one thing left to do. Still sobbing 
spasmodically, he got up. Rain gushed from his clothes, 
guttered from his lap. He put the hilt of the sword on 
the grass and its point over his heart. He looked up once, 
dramatically, toward the stars; but there weren’t any 
stars—which, he reflected, was as it should be. 

He was very . 
He dived forward. The sword-hilt skidded across the 

“Fred’s 



wet lawn; the blade turned flat-side down, and Wally 
crashed on top of it, unhurt. 

He got up. Near by wasa tree. He advanced toward it 
with simple dignity. He couldn’t even kill himself! In 
both hands he took the double grip, and he swung the 
blade with all the insensate frenzy of its original owner 
in some desperate hour of battle. The sword clove the 
tree deeply and stuck there. 

Wally gaped at it, unable to see through the dark how 
far it had penetrated. 

Then, because he suddenly knew exactly where he was 
on the estate, he walked rapidly to his home. He marched 
upstairs, turned on a hot shower, undressed and stepped 
into it. 

Ten minutes later, still in a numb and towering rage, 
still deep beneath the pressure of drink, he woke Hypolito, 
re-dressed, had a cab ordered and a bag packed, con- 
sumed more whisky, and departed forever from his home, 
leaving behind a badly scrawled note which said: “This 
is good-by. Don’t ask for more than two hundred a week 
alimony. You won’t get it. Feed Romeo. I shall always 
treasure certain aspects of our association. Joy to you 
and yours. As ever. W.T.” 

Var the front door opened, Charley, Fred and Stuy 
came in. Alice, who had picked up the telephone, 

put it down, and asked for Wally. 
“He’s out in the bush,” Stuy said, panting. “Here’s 

the sword. He left it in a tree. I found it. I got hit in 
the eye with it.” Then his gaze, and the gaze of the 
other men, took in the five women. “My God!” Stuy 
cried. “There’s no sense going off the deep end! The 
lad was a shade cock-eyed, that’s all.” 

“Is Wally really all right?” Alice asked frigidly. 
“Sure! He’s cooling off. He'll drag in here presently, 

and we'll take care of him. The poor guy’s nerves were 
shot.” He had walked over to his wife. His voice dropped, 
and was gentle. “Sheila.” 

Her lips moved. She turned her head away. 
“Sheila!” 
Her response was in a monotone. “I’ve had hysterics, 

that’s all. Don’t worry about me. [I'll get myself to- 
gether. But whatever you do—don’t touch me!” She 
shuddered. 

Charley had locked the front door and was working on 
the windows. Annabelle said acidly: “Don’t be such a 
damn’ coward!” 

“He was homicidal!” Charley whispered. His face was 
still pale. His eyes were terrified. 

Annabelle began to laugh. Charley came toward her, 
evidently intending to make her the outlet of his feelings. 
Fred grabbed him. 

Annabelle said: “Get your hat and coat, Charley. We’re 
going. And pull yourself together. When we reach home 
—you'll pack. You’re going out of my house and out of 
my life—tonight!” 

The little fat man suddenly stared hard at his wife, 
and his mouth began to work. “Don’t cry,” Annabelle 
said. “I don’t need to be any sicker of you than I am.” 

Alice went to her side. “Let me go home with you. 
You’re both overwrought.” 

“That’s just what I need to be—for once in my life,” 
Annabelle replied. 

And a moment later, she had gone with Charley. 
Sari went to the coat-closet. She came out with two 

sets of wraps. She and Fred put them on silently. Stuy 
stood near the door, watching them, but he didn’t protest. 

When they moved out into the night, Fred sighed. “Till 
have to get a new Tux.” 

“Is that what you were thinking of, really?” she asked, 
perplexed. 

“No. I was thinking—TI’ll miss you. The car’s over 
here.” 

Sari began to cry. “Me too.” 
For a split second she hoped. But he said: “It’s a 

tough world.” 
Indoors, Sheila and Alice and Stuy and Claudette sat 

down beside the fire. Wally didn’t come back. Eventu- 
ally, Stuy drove Alice to her home, where she found the 
note and sat with it on her knees, crying, till daylight. 

Stuy hurried anxiously back to Sheila. 
She didn’t look up from a fixed contemplation of the 

embers in the metal-framed fireplace until he had asked 
a question. 

“Claudette ?” 
“T sent her upstairs to bed.” 
“Oh.” 
There was a long pause. 

Sheila’s face was set. 
He said nothing. He thought that perhaps she still 

“I still think I’m right.” 

was right. Maybe it took more character than most peo- 
ple had, to live as Sheila insisted people should. Or more 
civilization. Certainly more restraint. Perhaps—in a 
thousand years—people from a different environment, a 
different childhood, with a new set of reasons for living— 
mf made only one mistake,” Sheila continued. 
oe es ? ” 

“T never had a lover of my own. But I’m going to have, 
Always. ginning—tomorrow.” 

She spoke bitterly, violently, with a hostility toward 
him he had never heard in her voice before. He knew 
that she didn’t believe what she was saying. He knew she 
didn’t want any lover but him, ever. But he knew, also, 
that Sheila would now cling to her decision, no matter 
what happened. The idea was everything. She would 
sacrifice him to it, herself to it, life to it. Their marriage 
had become only a form, necessary for the proof of Sheila's 

oO 
“Let’s go to bed,” he said. He didn’t add, “—and talk 

it over in the morning.” 
No use. 
He began to turn out the lights. As he moved through 

the room he saw rouge-stained cocktail-napkins, emp 
glasses, a broken dish, blots on the carpet, crushed pil- 
lows, cigarette-burns on the table, cigarette-stubs on the 
floor, lop-sided curtains, bitten hors d’euvres, d 
chairs, a soiled handkerchief, and a plate of dry and curl- 
ing sandwiches. With each click of a switch, the stream- 
lined chamber became darker. | 

Chapter Sixteen 

HE next morning was the color of canvas: 
cold, windy, but uninvigorating. At ten 
o’clock Annabelle went out into her yard, 
and found Evie and Ella playing, with that 
numb perseverance which represents tact 
in children who know that the adult world 
above them has been inexplicably and 

frighteningly disarranged. Annabelle had not changed. 
The muffler around her neck was a bright articulation of 
not quite successful jauntiness. Her voiee was as dry 
— positive as ever. She gulped down the lump in her 

roat. 
“How,” she asked invitingly, “would you two young- 

sters like to go on a long train ride?” 
Ella took heart. She said: “Hooray! I like trains.” 
But Evie, looking at his mother, unconsciously and per- 

haps intuitively found the wound. “Is Daddy going?” 
Annabelle achingly remembered the truth. The truth 

at any cost! The truth to man, woman and child. She 
took a deep breath, and thought out what she would say, 
and how to express it comprehensibly. “Your father 
not going. You won’t see your father any more. Mother 
made a mistake about your father. When she decided to 

him, she didn’t know that he was really a v 
stupid and unkind man. She found out last night. We 
miss him, of course. But since he is not what we thought 
he was, we'll be better off without him. Now, let me tell 
you how lovely it is where we are going. In California—” 

But her breath was expired without the clipped state- 
ments of fact. She ~~ to her knees, gathered the 
children in her arms, an gan to sob. They too cried— 
with a lost and fearful solemnity. Because they knew 
they wouldn’t see their father any more. 

LAUDETTE had her coffee in bed. Afterward she 
took a shower. But she still felt badly. Her head 

ached; her feet were cold; she was nauseated. Usually 
she woke in a mood of almost vicious gayety. This morn- 
ing her blithe spirits were far away. She tiptoed down- 
stairs. When she came back to her room, the two stiff 
drinks she had from Stuy’s decanter gave her a 
tentative illusion of well-being. 

She sat down in front of the vanity. ... She screamed. 
She had a black eye. 



. 

Tears “iy sheer self-pity bathed her cheeks. And she 
was 

The image in the mirror looked old: Dead skin, baggy 
eyes, stringy hair, greenish pallor, lax posture, flat chest, 
flaccid mouth, tears in mascara, pink, rougeless mouth, 
stained teeth, a rip in her nightdress, and a round bruise 
from the dark center of which her bloodshot eye stared 
meaninglessly—all that Claudette saw, the fruit of a 
“lovely time.” 

Stuy, having heard her scream, yanked open her bed- 
room door without knocking, and for a horrified instant 
failed to recognize her. 
ge Ne his perplexity and the shock which followed it, 

and threw herself face down on her bed. 
Lying thus, with only the flesh of her yet undespoiled 

shoulders and back and legs visible through a transparent 
negligee of Sheila’s, she ame instantly female again: 
a young and sorely distressed woman. Lying thus, she 
could have been painted as a damsel lovelorn for the first 
time, and all the world would have sorrowed with her. In- 
stead of croaking, “My God!” and sending Sheila to attend 
te her, as he had planned to do, Stuy sat down beside 
her and patted her shoulder. As if the contact afforded an 
electrical communication, she understood what had hap- 
pened to Stuy. She buried her face deeper in the pillows, 
and commenced to cry so that her whole body was racked 
—racked dulcetly, sensuously. 

Stuy’s hand caressed. Simultaneously, 
languor welled within him. 

“You poor kid!” he said huskily. 
She reached around, without turning, took his hand, 

and pressed it to her bosom. 
Stuy’s heart was thundering. Ulysses, lashed to his 

own mast, while his crew, with stoppered ears, worked 
his ship past the place where the sirens sang their sweet 
and shivering music, must have strained in every fiber, 
as Stuy strained; and so must he have begged his deaf 
associates for mercy to his senses—so must he have felt 
exhausted in triumph. 

For Stuy stood up. He walked to the door. “T’ll have 
your things sent over from Annabelle’s,” he said. “Then 
— can get dressed. There'll be a train in about two 
ours.” 
Only then, when the door closed after him, did Claudette 

really weep. 

HEILA saw her husband return from Claudette’s room 
just as she woke. He was not looking at her. He 

merely stood there, white, quaking, vacuous-eyed, ugly in 
his loose dressing-gown. When his head began to grate 
teward her on his neck, she pretended to be still sleeping. 
Jealousy, she had always said, was fear. What had she 
te fear? Losing comfort? Her mother was wealthy. 
Losing Stuy? A hypocrite lost, a cad plowed under, a 
buffoon discarded. The blow to her pride? Nonsense! 
When Sheila said, “Nonsense!” she lied to herself. For 

Sheila had built her life upon Aims and Purposes, the 
foremost of which was to demonstrate that a faithless 
marriage ceuld be happy. And if she and Stuy were 
separated, it would make her ridiculous. Thousands upon 
thousands of America’s club-women would read the news 
in their papers. Most would snort I-told-you-so to their 
husbands. Some would be alarmed. A few would be 
sympathetically disappointed. But Sheila would have 
failed; and there was no room, in Sheila’s opinion of her- 
self, for failure. 

There was that to consider. And something else: As 
she lay with her eyes closed, a hysterical fire burned inside 
her—a primitive, intolerable flame that she did not bother 
to examine with her carefully trained intellect. It was not 
her smitten pride, but jealousy itself—raw, female jeal- 
ousy. Jealousy of Alice, jealousy that spread now to in- 
clude Claudette, and that ate back into Stuy’s easy-going 
past and embraced other girls.... Sari, for example. She 
raged to her scorched heart that she would pay her 
husband kiss for kiss, love for love. That weapon turned 
back upon her and increased her misery. Yet use of 
, a she knew that in the years to come she would 

horror and 

She sat bolt upright. She said loudly: “You look hide- 
ous! Beat it! And listen, Stuy: we’re leaving this hell- 
hole as fast as I can pack!” 

Of Sheila, Fred Larch said long afterward: “She could 
dish it out, but she couldn’t take it.” 

| a said to Sari on the morning after the party: 
“Why be so damn’ melancholy?” 

And Sari answered, smiling vaguely: “Meaning that you 
are.” 

They were having breakfast together. Fred wore trous- 
ers and a silk robe. So did Sari. But her trousers as 
well as her robe were silk—pale green, sleek, tailored. 
Fred said, sure—he was melancholy. 

And they looked at each other across the table. The 
night before, when they had left Stuy’s disastrous party, 
they had poised emotionally in this same manner, as if an 
indetectable but haunting loveliness of feeling might at 
any moment destroy Fred’s plan to divorce her and marry 
Mrs. Fletcher and her millions and her horses and her 
dogs and her houses and boats and five-bar fences and 
gem-crammed safety-deposit boxes. 

Melancholy, they said. 
The dreadful nostalgia that is nostalgia in anticipation. 

The unendurable now that looks forward to an unbear- 
able tomorrow. The hour before separation, when love 
has been abandoned, and its pair of foundering devotees 
still sit face to face, speaking small sentences in terrible 
self-restraint. 
“We could never have made the grade,” Fred said ex- 

perimentally. ° ° 
“I know it,” Sari replied, denying the Weltschmeriz, 

denying the golden river of affection inside herself. 
“Brought up wrong.” 
“Too sophisticated,” she murmured. 
He patted her hand. “And no formula. A person like 

Mrs. Fletcher lives the way we did—but she’s been bred in 
a convention for it. Hasn’t any feelings, really.” 

“And we have.” 
“That’s the hell of it.” He ate a piece of bacon with 

his fingers. “That’s why it’s better this way.” 
“Sure. No bad-acting.” 
“No. And we might have fought. Certainly would 

have, sooner or later. If we’d been brought up rich and 
racy, without feelings, we could have managed. I was— 
more or less. But you weren’t. And you’ve made me 
have the—oh, you know what I mean.” 

“Yeah.” Sari looked at her plate. “You love me.” 
He was silent. 
“Right ?” 
“Guess so. Look—maybe I’m ga-ga. But I thought this 

was the best way out for everyone. You like freedom. 
And you can have all you want of it now.” 

She was on the verge of asking him if he would change 
his mind if she promised forever and forever to love him 
and only him. But he went on: 
Ye aes it gets me off the Street. I was sick of that 

racket.” 
So she didn’t speak. It would get Fred off the Street. 

And there wasn’t much in life for a man who went day 
after day to the sdme place, and stood through the hours, 
through the weeks, through his whole life, on the floor of 
a big, crowded room, writing on slips of paper, watching 
a moving, illuminated row of figures. 

“It’s the best,” Sari said. 
He ate more bacon. “So Wally went to town last night,” 

he murmured finally. 
“The poor devil!” 
“He’s a sap.” 
“Aren’t we all?” 

H= reacted to that with slight irritability. Things were 
settled. They shouldn’t become difficult at this late 

date. ‘“‘We’re not all saps,” he answered. “Not all.” He 
drank a mouthful of coffee. “I’d rather go to the train 
alone, if you don’t mind. I hate weeping farewells as much 
as = do.” He was standing, then. “Got enough dough?” 

“ enty.” 

“T’ll send your Reno tickets. I—I guess—we won't see 
each other till after we’re divorced.” 

She turned her green eyes on him. They were cool, and 
the permission of sorrowfulness had been withheld from 
them. You had to go through these things in a certain 
way. She wanted to tell him that he was fooling himself 
when he insisted that they would meet often after his 

e. But she knew that he knew it. And she 
knew that he was aware of her comprehension of it. Soa 
she just held out her hand. 

“Good luck.” 
“Good luck.” 



~ started to kiss her, but instead, he went precipi- 
tately. 

Sari looked out the window. The storm of the pre- 
ceding night had stripped most of the leaves from the 
trees. Through the bare branches and the wet boles she 
could see all the way to the Everests’ yard. Ella and 
Evie were playing there. Annabelle came out. She said 
something to them with a little lift of her head which 
Sari could clearly observe. Then, surprisingly, Anna- 
belle knelt and took her son and daughter in her arms. 

So Sari looked away. 

yoy walked down to the edge of the Sound. It was a 
poor substitute for the open splendor of the Cape, and 

besides, the day was leaden, the water slick, the beach 
débris-strewn, the air acid. But it was out of doors, and 
it brought some freshness to her brain, where, through 
stale cigarette-smoke and wisps of whisky-scent, hysteria 
wrestled with self-possession. 

She thought about Wally: 
self, I didn’t drive him to it. 
assured herself. ... Funny! 

“It’s supposed to be jealousy that destroys every noble 
infidelity. Of course, I had opinions about—those other 
women. I thought Claudette was dreadful. But I liked 
<4» 
“Shall I go to New York? Shall I take him back? Shall 

I call him a poor boy, and say it was all my fault? Or that 
the heat did it? Or the sudden change to cold? Then 
what? Then—the responsibility for our lives will still rest 
on me; and we’ll repeat these idiotic dilemmas forever. 

“What do I want?... A faithful husband?... It isn’t 
so important. But if he were only honest with himself 
about himself! If he would only admit to himself his 
motives, and then decide what to do on the basis of that 
admission! Then he’d never be ridiculous, never be dan- 
gerously enraged, never be passionately frustrated.” 

It occurred to Alice that perhaps fooling oneself in the 
way Wally had was an ineradicable male mechanism. The 
thought was illuminating, but not consoling. All men 
fancied themselves different creatures from the ones they 
actually were. That was what being a man meant, prin- 
cipally. Charley Everest considered himself a generous 
man-of-the-world. He was, instead, an adult drug-store 
cow-boy. Fred Larch thought he was a connoisseur of 
life. Instead, he was a clerk, hunting an easy way to 
idleness. Stuy Jones—she was not sure about Stuy. No 
doubt at the bottom of his intricate nature was a central, 
secret misconception of himself—as a sentimental cynic, 
perhaps, when really he was a daydreamer everlastingly 
jarred by reality. 

And Wally had always been sure he was a perfect male. 
Perhaps that was what every man considered himself—a 
perfect male; and the differences in men’s conscious acts 
were accounted for by the diversity of opinions upon the 
constitution of the perfect male. If that were true, men 
collapsed quickly when they commenced to suspect their 
conceptions of themselves. And Wally’s collapse had been 
severe because his suspicion had been deep. 

That explained much to Alice, but it settled nothing. 
Wally was still trying, at any cost, to preserve that 
illusion of himself. 

She also thought, briefly and with distaste, that per- 
haps the most significant ion of a woman was to help 
her man maintain that illusion. With it, he made homes, 
raised children, fought wars, explored continents and 
became great. Without it, he was a wastrel, a drunkard, 
a lunatic, a suicide or a clown. But Alice was in no mood 
tu pay tribute to Wally’s romantic ego. 

yway, it was an old, conventional thing: the schism 
between the approaches toward life of men and of women 
—the romantic, the realistic. Maybe, even, it was true 
only to those bred in the belief. 

She had her own frustrations now, her own embarrass- 
ments and regrets. She couldn’t laugh at Wally, and she 
couldn’t laugh at herself. Her liking for Sari was un- 
reasonably compromised by Stuy’s suggestion that Sari 
had somehow outraged Wally while they were in Jersey. 
She felt bored with Annabelle. And she reacted to Sheila's 
jealousy with sardonic surprise. 

Alice’s friends, men and women, had all disappointed 
her. Her husband had capped their petty injuries with a 

t misdemeanor. Life was ashes, wormwood and gall. 
ice gazed at the sea, folded herself into herself—and quit. 

Certainly, she said to her- 
And I wasn’t jealous, she 

A few days before Christmas, when the gray sky over 
New York City was congealed and yet still reluctant to 
discharge its crystalline content, while a raw and gusty 
wind penetrated the traffic streams, and as the peren- 
nial shopping rush reached its colorful climax, Stuy 
Jones, having abandoned his advertising business and en- 
tered the diplomatic service of his country, not so much 
because he had inherited the close-held fortune of a dead 
great aunt, or because of an excess of patriotism, as be- 
cause he felt a foreign residence and the attendant inter- 
dependability would force a closer relationship between 
Sheila and himself, stepped into the lobby of the Chrysler 
Building at the end a junket downtown to pose for a 
an sag photograph, and bumped squarely into Alice 

aves. 
Alice looked thinner and older, and as if in gallant self- 

defense, smarter. They looked at each other steadily and 
did not speak, but each face brightened, and Stuy took 
Alice’s arm. Without a word, he led her to a bright little 
cocktail lounge where, in dulcet unison, three elderly men 
were playing arrangements for stringed trios. Until they 
had ordered drinks—hot chocolate for her, brandy and 
soda for him—they merely viewed one another. 
When the waiter left, he grinned. “Hello, Alice!” 
“Hello, Stuy!” 
There was an interval. Finally he said, “Well?” 
Alice spread out her hands and smiled. At the same 

time, she shrugged her shoulders. “Well? What do you 
mean—well? If you’re asking what’s new, the answer 
is: nothing. I suppose you know that Wally and I are 
separated ?” 

“Legally y 

“Not yet. I haven’t seen him. But I’ve got to—soon.” 
“That’s lousy.” 
-“Sure. Lousy. And Sari’s in Reno.” 
“Yeah. I put her on the train.” Stuy chuckled. “She’ll 

make a dandy widow!” He perceived that Alice had 
averted her face. “I’m sorry, babe. What’s the matter 
with your boy-friend?” 

“How can I know? He won't talk to me, even on the 
phone.” 
—— grunted. “Annabelle went to California, or some 

place.” 
ae With the children. She has relatives in Car- 

mel.” 
“She was the only tragic person. Maybe not, though. 

Her guide-book probably said, ‘If you discover you've 
married a pip-squeak, divorce him.’ And it probably tells 
her what to do when divorced.” 

Alice nodded. “Marry again. She told me she was 
going to marry again. You see—Z/ put her on the train 
for Carmel. She said she was glad. She says that when 
she found out what a low-life Charley was, she realized 
she had always despised him. She actually seemed quite | 
happy when she went. She had bought a ble phono- 
graph and a lot of child’s records and en a compart- 
ment. The place was full of flowers and dolls and 
and kids, and a tinny voice discussing the big bad 4, 
What has she got? Strength of character, or ignorance?” 

“A good set of nerves,” Stuy amswered. “Golly! We 
evaporated quickly! Have you sublet your house?” 

She shook her head. 
“Neither have we.” He glanced at his watch. 

hurry?” 
“Never—these days. But you run along when you have 

to.” 
“Tll make a phone-call, if you'll excuse me; and then 

I can pass the time of day. Enough, anyhow, to consume 
this brandy in a decent manner.” 

Five minutes later he came back from the phone-booth. 
Alice had been sinking spiritually during each of 

those minutes. 

“In a 

Wau secretary had sent her money, more than 
enough. She could go anywhere, and do anything; 

but she spent most of her time in her hotel apartment. 
Reading, she would have said. Looking out the window, 
an accurate observer would have reported. 

“Sorry,” Stuy said, as he sat down. “I’m pretty bu 
these days. Probably I'll be an ambassador some time 
A fuddy-duddy with a white goatee and a cham pagne| 
liver, trying to wangle oil-concessions. Alice, if I divore 
Sheila, will you marry me?” 

Under the table she rolled her diminutive napkin into 
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~ pall, -Her-eyes. fastened on his. She said quietly: “You're 
* serious, aren’t you, Stuy?” 
~ “What do you think?” 
- She had an impulse to turn and stare out of the windows 
at the cold street—an impulse born of days of rehearsal. 
She didn’t. She smiled. 

Stuy sipped his brandy and soda. “In my opinion, 
we’ happy. We'd allow each other real freedom. 
Sheila’s frozen up. She really doesn’t understand that 
living together depends on being able to laugh at the 
same things, more than anything else. I’m sure I'd ap- 
prove of your gentleman friends. And I know that you 
wouldn’t mind my quick trips to the Céte d’Azure with 
ladies of the Folies Bergére. 
We could play ping-pong on 
the long winter evenings— 

so much. It’s the intention that counts.” He held out 
his hand, and she took it. “I told your Wally that I was 
going to propose to you. I told him that if I was still 
sitting with you, it meant I'd been accepted.” 

“But—he must know I love him!” 
“He will when he sees you alone. He’s been wondering 

about it for two months—wondering to the extent of los- 
ing twenty pounds. You'll have to put him on a diet of 
baked ham and sweet potatoes, right rang 28 
“Why did he think I'd been trying to phone him?” 
tage d you calling up to tell him you wanted him back?” 
“ 0, ut—" 

“There’s the answer! You weren’t sure, yourself, Good- 
by! Wally, by the way, will 
accidentally spot you here, 
Understand ?” 

‘or invite people in for whist 
and euchre. We could set 
booby traps for prime min- 
isters—” 

Alice’s smile vanished 
slowly. She wanted to say 
yes. But somewhere in her 
heart she remembered that 
a man in love was supposed 
to make ten thousand sweet 
promises. Afterward, he 
would live up to them only 
in so far as he had the 
strength, but there was still 
the matter of attitude. A 
man should not make room 
in his proposal for the cho- 
rus of a musical show, for 
example. 

In her heart she also sud- 
denly remembered Wally— 
Wally as he reached for the 
sword, drunken and crazed 
and horrible. She had hith- 
erto blotted that memory 
from her consciousness. It 
abruptly occurred to her 
that, in a devious and fren- 
zied way, Wally had tried to 
make a primitive defense of 
his home and his wife 
against enemies too com- 
plicated for any other ade- 
quate expression. Suddenly 
he became noble. 
A fiush appeared in her 

cheeks. The oldness she had 
been wearing, fled in a mo- 
ment. She knew what to do. 

Stuy misinterpreted the 
Ssceadetuntion. “We'll be 
crazy in a crazy world—” 

Next Month 

COMPLETE: 
A book-length (50,000 words) novel 

by Courtney 
Ryley Cooper 

AND 

a novelette 

by Margaret 
Culkin Banning 

P.S.—Beginning with its next issue, 

Redbook, while continuing its pol- 

icy of book-length novels, will add a 

novelette to its monthly contents 

—both features COMPLETE within 

the covers of a single issue. 

When, through a down- 
pour of sudden tears, she 
nodded, he walked between 
the tables. At the entrance 
arch, he turned and waved 
to her. 

"| minutes dragged. 
Then she saw Wally. 

His clothes flapped on his 
frame. His eyes were red. 
He stared into the cocktail 
lounge with grotesque con- 
centration. He saw her first, 
and then the empty chair 
facing her. His fears in- 
stantly vanished. He knew 
he was on secure ground. 
He walked casually forward. 
He pretended to discover her 
as he passed her table. He 
stopped and pivoted, master 
of himself. He nodded re- 
motely. 

“Well,” she said, and her 
voice was as steady as a 
rock. “Fancy seeing you 
here!” 

we—have a drink together?” 
“I guess it’ll be all right,” 

she answered coolly. “Old 
time’s sake—”’ 

It was going to be a pleas- 
ant game, a lovely game. It 
wouldn’t end that night in 
some suite overlooking the 

month, when they were es- 
tablished again in a New 
York apartment, or ever, 
anywhere. ... 

he murmured. 
She dropped the crumpled 

napkin. She took his hand, openly. She shook her head. 
“No, Stuy. Never. I’m not made that way. I don’t be- 
lieve many people are. Look at Sheila.” 

Stuy was silent for some little while. “I know. She 
failed. And she’s going to ruin herself by denying that 
she failed. A succession of dopy loves to prove her prin- 
ciple! But you could never be like her.” 

“Sure I could,” Alice answered. “Exactly.” 
He lifted his glass. He grinned again, but his eyes were 

dark and almost despairing. “I'd hate that.” He sipped. 
“It’s Wally, then?” 

She nodded, her flush deepening. 

pied dropped ice onto the bottom of his glass, and beck- 
oned for the waiter. “Check,” he said. 
He took a dollar bill from his pocket. “I thought so— 

but I wasn’t sure. I’ve got to beat it.... No. You 
stay. You see—I phoned Wally to come here, in case 
you rejected me.” 

“OW; ly!” 

“Walpole Traves. That man of emotion and fire! He's 
a good guy. I advise you to make him swear to eternal 
fidelity and to swear yourself. Accidents won’t matter 

winter passed and 
spring pursued it. Claudette 

was hired by the movies and sent on a road tour for ex- 
perience, and she provided as many experiences as she 
obtained. Sheila took a lover in Paris, and wrote letters 
about Movements to her mother. Stuy hired a permanent 
box at the Folies and began to grow liverish. Sari set- 
tled in Reno; and Fred left the Stock Exchange for North 
Carolina, where the tawny hue of julep and the green of 
mint occasionally made him lachrymose over the sixth or 
the tenth drink. The California sun tanned Annabelle 
and her children while she waited for somebody as little 
like Charley as a man could be. Charley continued to. 
fill the black book in his vest pocket with names like Pearl. 
and "> and Dolly. 

An 
times they quarreled. Sometimes they were bored with 
each other. Sometimes the stars hung low and lustrous 
over their domicile, and magic was made there. 

The procession of seasons faded the “For Rent” sign 
on the Post Road at Wycherley. One day it was taken 
down. The stone wall gave way to hot-dog stands and 
beer-parlors. 

But that was much later. 
- THE END 

“Odd, isn’t it? Why don’t’ 

frosted Hudson, or the next ° 

the Traveses had found another penthouse. Some- - 
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Nw OO Paw 

Paul Revere, while perhaps better 
known for his famous ride, ranks as 

the most celebrated of American silver- 

smiths. His gracious and beautifully 

designed pieces are probably the most 

prized of Colonial antiques. His work is 
readily identified by 

his signature incised + REVERE, 
in the metal... 

y 

Wirn TRUE ARTISTS PRIDE 

HE SIGNED HIS 

Some whiskies are called “old” to give a sound of 

age — but OLD TAYLOR was so named because a 

man had labored until he was old and silver-haired 

to bring it to perfection. 

It was shortly after Appomattox that Colonel E. II. 
Taylor Jr. first conceived the ideal of a bourbon 

so exquisite that it would forever establish the 

supremacy of Kentucky whiskey. 

In the long years that followed he distilled many 

whiskies — some of 

them still highly re- 

spected today — but 

not one that quite 

measured up to the ex- 

cellence of his dream. 

FINEST WORK 

Two decades passed in endless experiments, and 

all Kentucky had come to know him as “Old Taylor” 

before his perseverance achieved its goal. 

So magnificent was this last bourbon that he proudly 

called it “Old Taylor” — and upon its label he 

signed his name as a guarantee of his handi- 

work. 

You will find his name there today—to attest that 

under the U.S. Bottled in Bond seal is the whiskey 

that for fifty years has 

been famed as Ken- 

tucky’s — and Ameri- 

ca’s—finest straight 

bourbon. 

© 1935 

The American Medicinal Spirits 

Corporation, Louisville, Ky. 

This advertisement is not intended to offer alcoholic beverages for sale or delivery in any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof i ] unlawfu 



“I enjoy the added zest that comes with smoking a Camel” 

Mrs. Jasper Morgan 

When not occupying her town 
house, Mrs. Morgan is at West- 
bury, Long Island. “Mildness is 

important in a cigarette,” she 
says. “I’m sure that is one reason 
every one is enthusiastic about 
Camels. And I never tire of their 

flavor.” The fact that Camels are 
milder makes a big difference. 

Young Mrs. Jasper Morgan’s town and certainly Camels are the popular 

house is one of the most individual cigarette. If I'm tired from the rush 

in New York, with the spacious charm of things, I notice that smoking a 

of its two terraces. “Town is a busy Camel revives my energy in a pleasant 

place during the season,” she says. way. And I find their flavor most agree- 

“There is so much to do, so much able.” Camel spends millions more 

entertaining. And the more people every year for finer, more expensive 

do, the more they seem to smoke— _tobaccos. Get a “lift” with a Camel. 
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In summer Mrs. Morgan is keenly 
interested in yachting. “Another 

thing that makes me like Camels 

so much,” she says, “is that they 

never affect my nerves. I suppose 
that is because of the finer tobac- 
cos in Camels.” Smoking Camels 
never upsets your nerves. 

& finer, more expensive tobaccos 

y other popular brand 




